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With  the  present  number  Evert  Saturdat 
drops  its  pictorial  form.  Henceforward  its 
publication  will  be  continued  in  the  original 
character  in  which,  during  a  period  of  four 
years  (18G6-1869),  it  gained  the  highest 
favor  from  many  thousands  of  intelligent  and 
thoughtful  readers  throughout  the  country. 
The  publishers  confidently  hope  by  making  it 
emphatically  “  A  Journal  of  Choice  Keading  ” 
to  commend  it  not  only  to  its  earlier  readers, 
but  to  those  who,  during  the  two  years  of  its 
publication  as  an  Illustrated  Journal,  have  af¬ 
forded  it  the  most  substantial  tokens  of  their  ap¬ 
preciation  and  good-will. 

On  Di’cember  26th  will  bo  published  the 
first  number  of  Evert  Saturday  in  its  new 
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THE  INTERNATIONAL  SOCIETY. 

A  MOVEMENT  which  commands  the 
adherence  of  Garibaldi,  the  pen  of 
Victor  Hugo,  and  the  humane  eloijuence  of 
Castelar,  must  be  pronounced  worthy  at 
least  of  general  cons'deration.  Hut  a 
movement  that  has  broken  down  the  inter¬ 
national  barriers  of  Europe  —  more  com¬ 
plete  and  invincible  hitherto  tlian  the 
compartments  of  an  iron  ship  of  war ;  has 
grown  steadily  during  the  last  half  a  dozen 
years,  among  all  the  earnest-minded  masses 
of  the  continent,  from  London  to  Constantino¬ 
ple  and  from  Home  to  St.  Petersburg  ;  and 
which  already  h.^s  enlisted  tlie  vanguard  of 
its  “  noble  army  of  martyrs,”  is  deserving, 
also,  of  profound  respect,  whether  that  leeT- 
ing  be  mingled  witn  apjiroval  or  alarm. 
The  International  Society  of  Working-men, 
in  fact,  signalizes  one  of  the  great  soci.Tl 
impulses  of  the  age — this  age,  not  of  gohi, 
silver,  or  even  iron,  but  of  steel  or  tools.  In 
one  sense,  considering  its  immaturity,  it  is 
hut  little  more  tluan  the  restless  turning, 
the  almost  inarticulate  murmuring  of  La¬ 
bor  awakening  from  its  slumber  of  ages. 
Since,  however,  it  is  a  beginning,  involving 
a  mighty  future,  it  is  worthy  of  seasonable 
study,  particularly  in  this  land  both  of  labor 
and  of  free  inquiry. 

The  foundations  of  the  International 
Society  were  laid  in  London,  September 
28,  1864,  at  a  meeting  of  English  working¬ 
men,  assisted  by  three  Frenchmen.  I'he 
council  then  and  there  formed  issued  a 
month  later  an  adilress,  of  which  the  cen¬ 
tral  tliought  seemed  to  be  that  the  masses 
grew  poorer  as  wealth  increased,  and  that 
just  in.^iroportion  as  capital  augmented  did 
the  laboring  producers  lose  their  comforts. 
▲  yaar  la^  —  ia  SaptamlMr,  18M— the 


first  conference  was  h'  ld  in  I/ondon,  parti¬ 
cipated  in  by  delegates  Horn  France,  Picl- 
gium  and  Switzerland,  as  well  as  Great 
Kritain,  who  arranged  for  the  Geneva  Con¬ 
gress  of  1866.  This  meeting  expanded 
the  movement  and  made  it  European  and 
truly  “  international.”  ^V'hen  tiie  Lau¬ 
sanne  Congress  of  the  following  year  met, 
the  London  press  for  the  first  time  had  ils 
representative.s  present  and  laid  the  question 
before  tlie  world.  'Ihe  third  Congress  at 
Hrussels  in  1868  h.'ul  delegates  from  Ger¬ 
many,  Italy,  and  Spain,  as  well  as  the 
countries  first  ir-preseiited ;  and  in  the 
fourth  Congress  at  Basle  in  1869,  there 
were  also  American  delegates.  An  adjourn¬ 
ment  was  made  to  Paris  last  September, 
but  as  the  Germans  came  down  to  invest 
that  city  during  the  same  month  no  general 
Congress  was  held,  hut  there  were  several 
meetings  in  diil’erent  countries.  Such  is  the 
niert’st  outline  of  the  progress  of  tlie  Inter- 
iiational  Society. 

Wli.-it  of  its  [irini’iples  V  Tlie  Pojie  has 
comlenined  them,  Louis  Napoleon  —  if  we 
may  go  far  enough  back  to  recall  the  fact 
that  tliere  was  once  such  a  ruler  —  ojijiosed 
them,  and  it  is  generally  understood  that 
Hismarek  and  Von  Heiist  not  long  ago 
made  them  the  subject  of  their  coiitereiiee 
at  Salzburg  ;  but  all  this  determines  noth¬ 
ing.  The  cardinal  puqiose  of  tlie  society 
ajipears  to  be  to  introduce  the  principle  of 
equality,  with  all  the  social  and  political 
corollaries  therein  involved,  lienee  it  aims 
not  only  at  a  re-distribution  of  the  profits 
of  labor  and  cajiital,  a  shortening  of  the 
hours  of  toil,  the  trial  of  co-operation,  aud 
the  other  general  objects  of  the  labor  move¬ 
ment  in  this  country,  but  the  establishment 
of  a  federated  sysU’m  of  republics  through¬ 
out  Europe,  and  the  utter  sweeping  away 
of  the  social  and  religious  distinctions  of 
ages.  As  a  matter  of  course,  considering 
its  origin,  the  society  has  already  incubated 
a  great  brooil  of  crudities  and  absurdities ; 
nor  should  we  be  surprised  to  sec  the  seeds 
of  neglect,  oppression  and  hatred,  sown 
through  the  centuries,  at  length  ‘  bearing 
some  fruit  of  a  retaliatory  and  vindictive 
aspect.  In  the  former  class  —  of  crudities 
—  is  the  projiosition  sanctioned  by  one  of 
the  Congresses,  in  favor  of  collective  pro- 
prietorshiji,  which  has  given  them  the  name 
of  Communists  in  France,  though  it  by  no 
means  appears  that  this  principle  is  gener¬ 
ally  accepted  by  the  members  of  the  organ¬ 
ization.  On  the  (|Uestion  of  religion  ^ey 
have  taken  no  authoritative  position,  al- 
lliough  individual  utterances  on  this  subject 
have  excited  extreme  prejudice.  It  is  of 
more  practical  importance  to  know  that  the 
Internationals  stand  arrayed  against  war 
and  its  terrible  European  system  of  arma¬ 
ments,  against  indirect  taxation,  and  in  favor 
of  universal  education. 

It  is  impossible  not  to  see  that  here  is  a 
movement  destined  to  color  if  not  control 
the  future  of  Europe.  Its  ideas  may  be 
wrong,  its  present  purposes  may  be  delu¬ 
sive,  but  its  animating  spirit  belongs  to  the 
regenerating  influences  of  this  age,  and  it 
must  increase  in  might  rather  tliaii  decrease. 
It  introduces  a  new  bond  among  the  peoples 
of  Europe  which  has  already  sensibly  un¬ 
dermined  international  hatreds,  aud  nar¬ 
rownesses  ;  and  it  has  proved  commanding 
enough  personally  to  send  some  of  the  no¬ 
blest  hearts  of  Paris  to  the  grave  a.s  eagerly 
as  enthusiasm  could  have  dictated  and  as 
serenely  as  religion  itself.  The  true  point 
of  inquiry,  then,  is,  how  shall  this  move¬ 
ment  be  met,  so  as  to  bring  out  its  worst  fea¬ 
tures  or  to  develop  its  best,  to  add  it  to  the 
scourges  of  the  people  or  to  prepare  it  for 
their  deliverance?  It  will  soon  be  too 
strong  to  be  dealt  with  by  bi'utc  force,  and 
die  true  statesmen  and  educators  of  Europe 
will  have  an  oiiportunity  to  show  whether 
they  arc  among  the  lights  of  their  age  or 
are  merely  to  become  fuel  for  the  tlauiesthcy 
would  vainly  (lueneh.  In  this  country  we 
can  witness  only  a  communicated  or  rellex 
infiuenee  of  the  International  movement, 
for  those  causes  which  give  it  its  main  vi¬ 
tality  in  Eurojie  do  not  exist  here,  unless, 
indeed,  in  a  very  mild  and  modified  condi¬ 
tion.  And  ye^  in  all  that  involves  the  re¬ 
lations  of  labor  and  capital,  we  share  the 
universal  conditions  of  that  great  problem 
of  civilization.  Here  as  elsewhere  there  is 
the  invariable  tendency  of  society  for  the 
rich  to  grow  richer  and  the  poor  t^rer ;  for 
all  extra  burdens  incurred  by  the  State  to  de¬ 
scend  from  class  to  class,  till  they  rest  iijion 
die  manual  laborer ;  and  fur  all  contests 
arising  between  lali-jr  and  capital  to  send 
labor  to  the  wall.  We  have,  tnerefore,  our 
own  share  of  the  momentous  problem  to 
solve ;  and  we  are  heartily  glad  to  see  that  the 
general  Government  ha*  shown  a  dis^iosi- 
tiaa  ibllow  tlM  •saapl*  •!'  Mwsaohmetts, 


and  gather  all  possible  light  for  the  study 
of  this  question,  so  interesting  or  so  alarm¬ 
ing,  just  as  we  decide  to  treat  it. 

OFFICIAL  RESPONSIBILITY. 

ONE  of  the  most  curious  features  of  the 
New-York  City  charter  is  that  it  has 
such  phraseology  as  permits  die  King  thieves 
to  plead  a  lack  of  responsibility  tbr  their  of¬ 
ficial  acts  thereunder,  nius  in  ex-Control- 
ler  Connolly’s  case  counsel  argued  that  it 
was  iiiinossihle  for  him  to  become  ac(|uainted 
with  all  the  business  transacted  in  his  office; 
that  on  this  account  the  law  jirovided  sub¬ 
ordinates  on  whose  faithfulness  he  was  com¬ 
pelled  to  rely ;  that  in  so  doing  he  was 
obedient  to  the  scheme  of  the  acts  under 
which  his  department  was  organized  ;  that 
all  the  bills  claimed  to  lie  fraudulent  came 
through  the  proper  channel ;  that  they  had 
received  the  approval  of  the  Board  of  Su¬ 
pervisors  and  the  Auditor;  that  the  Con¬ 
troller  did  not  examine  them  for  the  reason 
that  Corporation  Counsel  said  the  audit  of 
the  Board  was  final ;  and  that  the  ilavor 
advised  their  payment  by  the  Controller 
wiihout  question.  If  this  theory  of  official 
duty  is  sound,  one  might  well  ask  what  ex¬ 
cuse  the  finance  department  had  for  being. 
If  the  Controller  had  no  res])onsibility,  a 
mere  clerk  at  a  salary  of  twelve  hundred 
dollars  would  have  answered  the  contempla¬ 
tion  of  the  charter  exactly  as  well  as  an  ex¬ 
pensive  department.  Tlie  Mayor  also  denies 
Ills  responsibility  for  any  of  the  acts  of  which 
tlie  public  complains,  though  he  passed  the  pa¬ 
pers  in  each  ease  and  signed  the  warrants 
whereon  money  was  fraudulently  obtained. 

Of  coui-se  everybody  admits  that  the  of¬ 
ficial  at  the  head  of  a  great  bureau  or  de¬ 
partment  cannot  personally  suj'crvise  or  re¬ 
vise  every  book  and  document  thereof ;  but 
certainly  the  jiassiiig  of  claims  and  the  pay¬ 
ment  of  money  are  not  things  to  be  trusted 
unreservedly  to  mere  clerks  appointed  to¬ 
day  and  removed  to-morrow.  And  if  neither 
Hall  nor  Tweed  nor  Sweeny  nor  Connolly 
were  responsible  tbr  the  money  transactions 
of  their  respective  offices,  then  self-govern¬ 
ment  is  a  farce  that  ought  at  once  to  be  set 
aside  as  a  delusion  leading  the  citizen  into 
a  land  where  thetl  is  a  virtue  and  peculation 
a  religion.  But  this  plea  of  irresponsibility 
is  in  itself  a  fraud  on  common-sense.  Ad¬ 
mit  it  as  conclusive  in  the  case  of  these  New- 
York  officials,  and  it  follows  that  such  a 
thing  as  responsibility  does  not  exist  any¬ 
where.  Rascality  has  lately  been  discovered 
in  the  office  of  the  Treasurer  of  the  United 
States:  —  if  nobody  is  at  fault  in  this  re¬ 
gard  then  we  may  all  rightly  go  down  to  Wash¬ 
ington  andhelpourselvcs  from  Gen.  Spinner’s 
vaults  as  long  as  his  funds  last.  If  the 
he.'ul  of  a  department  is  not  justly  hi  Id  to 
responsibility  for  his  own  acts,  then  punish¬ 
ment  for  official  misconduct  should  be  abol¬ 
ished.  If  Connolly  is  guiltless  in  the  grave 
matters  whereof  he  is  arraigned,  there  could 
have  been  no  great  wrong  in  taking  and 
burning  a  few  ariusfiil  of  vouchers,  and  Pay¬ 
master  Hodge  ought  to  be  released  forth¬ 
with  from  prison  ami  restored  to  the  Iws- 
om  of  his  family,  while  Tweed  is  one  of 
the  saints  of  the  earth  persecuted  by  a 
censorious  generation. 

Whatever  may  be  said  as  to  imperial  or 
monarchical  governments,  the  theory  of  a  re¬ 
publican  form  of  government  makes  otlicials 
the  servants  of  the  public.  Tlie  people 
create  a  financial  department  and  put  a  man 
at  its  head  for  the  sole  purpose  of  seeing 
that  their  moneys  are  honestly  and  faith¬ 
fully  expended.  If  their  last  resort  is  a 
siinjilc  subordinate  of  whom  they  have  no 
knowledge,  the  department  is  not  only  a 
virtual  nullity  but  also  an  expensive  humbug. 
And  the  man  who  becomes  its  chief,  practi¬ 
cally  accepts  the  responsibility  for  its  man¬ 
agement  when  he  gives  bonds  for  the  per- 
tbrinance  of  its  duties.  Any  other  view  of 
the  matter  would  be  treated  by  the  peojile 
as  absurd ;  this  is  the  only  view  on  which  tlie 
c.xistcncc  of  special  departments  can  be 
justified.  Even  further  —  deny  this  respon¬ 
sibility,  and  there  is  also  denied  the  neces¬ 
sity  for  any  administrative  branch  of  gov¬ 
ernment,  and  we  have  nothing  left  but  a 
legislative  branch  making  laws  which  must 
execute  themselves.  Something  too  much 
of  a  lax  way  of  looking  at  these  things  is 
becoming  prevalent  iu  many  ejuarters.  The 
introduction  of  conscience  into  politics  may 
perhaps  revive  conscience  in  office.  If  it 
does  not  wc  shall  need  a  crusade  having  fur 
its  object  not  only  the  making  of  oflicial 
chiefs  honest  and  faithful,  but  the  putting 
witliin  them  of  a  sense  that  their  subordinates 
must  also  be  honest  and*  faithful — in  a 
single  sentence,  a  realization  that  official 
responsibility  is  the  essential  corollary  of 
o^lal  statian  snd  offioial  *0301111110)1. 
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INDIAN  CITIZENSHIP. 

rrHAT  Gen.  Grant’s  Imli.an  policy  is  sim- 
J  ply  an  exinriment,  all  auniit  who  are 
competent  to  speak  on  the  subject.  As  he 
cautiously  said  in  his  recent  annual  mes- 
saire,  up  to  this  point  it  has  resulted  favor¬ 
ably,  so  far  as  can  lie  judged  by  general 
observation.  It  has  not  made  civilized  be- 
inifs  of  the  wild  Indians,  nor  has  it  entirely 
stopped  the  hostile  demonstrations  of  savage 
tribes.  Hut  we  had  no  reasonable  warrant 
for  supposing  it  would  do  so  in  two  years. 
The  h.abits  and  customs  of  a  people  are  not 
so  railieally  changed  in  that  period  of  time 
as  those  of  the  Indians  must  be  to  make 
them  peaceful  and  win  them  from  their 
predatory  instincts.  Still  it  must  be  con¬ 
ceded  by  all  candid  minds  that  this  policy 
has  given  us  a  beginning  of  what  no  one 
can  deny  is. really  gratitying  work  ;  on  the 
frontiers  as  a  whole  we  have  had  a  greater 
measure  of  (luiet  in  the  past  year  than  our 
outlving  settlements  ever  before  knew  for  a 
twelvemonth.  Therefore  we  trust  that  Con¬ 
gress  will  do  whatever  is  needful  at  the 
present  session  to  continue  the  experiment 
on  which  the  nation  has  entered  ;  sustain¬ 
ing  the  new  policy  in  that  wise  faith  which 
sees  a  great  and  praiseworthy  end  behind 
the  small  beginning. 

That  onil  cannot  be  any  thing  less  than 
Indian  Citizenship.  Perhaps  not  immedi¬ 
ately  for  any  of  the  tribes;  certainly  not  in 
the  near  future  lor  some  of  them.  But 
citizenship  or  extermination  lies  somewhere 
ahead.  The  Indian  is  now  a  ward  of  the 
nation;  it  is  unnatural  and  impossible  that 
he  should  always  remain  so;  he  can  no 
more  atlbrd  to  stand  still  than  we  can  afford 
to  have  him ;  he  must  fall  back  into  the 
lowest-  depths  of  barbarism  or  advance  to 
the  dignities  of  civilization  ;  the  end  of  bar¬ 
barism  is  obliteration,  and  the  flower  of  civ¬ 
ilization  is  citizenship.  We  freely  admit 
that  the  Apaches  of  Arizona  do  not  present 
much  promise  of  adaptability  to  that  respect 
for  riglits  which  is  the  outflow  of  hii;h  civil¬ 
ization  ;  but  the  reverse  side  of  the  picture 
as  seen  among  the  Chocataws,  Cherokees, 
and  other  advanced  tribes  is  bri'.dit  enough 
to  stimulate  desire  and  strengthen  confi¬ 
dence.  Tlie  annual  niessa<ge  of  the  Chief 
of  the  Cherokees,  laid  before  the  general 
council  of  the  trilxj  a  fortnight  ago,  is  not 
only  an  interesting  but  a  prudent  and  sensi¬ 
ble  document.  And  we  believe  that  patient 
continu.anee  in  the  well-doing  inaugurated 
by  Gen.  Grant  will  finally  bring  the  great 
majority  of  the  Indian  trilies  into  the  pcivce- 
ful  and  honorable  state  wuiidi  the  Cherokees 
h.ave  reached,  and  ultimately  conduct  them 
forward  into  unity  of  purpose  with  the 
whites  for  the  working  out  of  the  republic’s 
destiny. 

But  this  eminently  desirable  consummation 
of  civilized  hope  will  not  be  gained  unless 
we  compel  the  whites  of  the  frontiers  as 
well  as  the  Indians  to  observe  treaty  stipu¬ 
lations.  Rightly  or  wrongly  the  nation  has 
I  entered  into  certain  agreements  with  most 

of  the  tribes.  If  our  citizens  are  allowed 
to  violate  these  bargains,  we  set  an  example 
of  bad  faith  that  we  ought  by  this  time  to 
fully  understand  the  Indians  will  sfieedily 
follow.  Tlie  first  condition  of  success  in  the 
work  lately  undertaken,  therefore,  is  jilain 
and  simple  good  faith  in  executing  these 
agreements.  Hence  we  are  glad  to  note 
that  the  military  have  been  ordered  to  re¬ 
move  a  large  liody  of  white  settlers  from 
one  of  the  reservations  in  the  Indian  Terri¬ 
tory.  Doubtless  these  frontiersmen  think  it 
hard  to  bo  driven  away  from  the  lands  they 
covet ;  but  the  sufficient  answer  to  their  com¬ 
plaint  is  that  they  had  no  right  to  locate  there 
originally.  Till  we  cease  trespassing  on  (he 
Indians  we  cannot  decently  censure  them  for 
trespassing  on  us.  To  get  the  various  tribes 
on  reservations  is  the  initial  step  toward  civ¬ 
ilization.  Once  on  their  respective  reserva¬ 
tions,  there  they  must  be  protected  in  all 
their  rights.  So  protected  it  will  be  com¬ 
paratively  easy  to  introduce  among  them 
agencies  for  education  and  moral  culture. 
And  with  these  in  free  and  generous  opera¬ 
tion  the  future  can  be  trusted  to  take  care 
of  itself  if  we  but  exercise  ordinary  pru¬ 
dence. 

taxes  and  the  tariff. 

yV®  sympathize  with  the  desire  to  be  rid 
’  *  of  internal-revenue  taxes  at  as  early 
H  day  as  possible.  But  the  measure  pro¬ 
posed  in  the  Senate  by  Mr.  Sumner,  as  well 
as  that  oflered  in  the  House  by  Mr.  Kelley, 
appears  to  be  of  somewhat  doubtful  expcMlieii- 
The  country  suffers  greater  hardship  from 
unjust  tariffs  than  it  does  from  the  burden 
of  internal  taxation.  Perhaps  tlie  tax-rates 
axe  i^re  directly  and  more  seriously  felt 
iMn  thoee  iapwed  opoa  a  bf  the  tariff 


laws,  because  the  payment  of  taxes  is  so 
much  money  actually  out  of  hand,  while  the 
bo<ly  of  our  citizens  know  nothing  of  a  tariff 
except  as  the  goods  on  which  it  ofierates  are 
enhanced  in  price.  But  we  are  convinced 
that  a  fair  adjustment  of  the  tarill’  to  the 
basis  of  needful  revenue,  would  promote  our 
prosperity  to  a  greater  degree  than  the  aboli¬ 
tion  of  the  whole  internal-revenue  system. 
While  we  move  on  the  works  of  the  revenue 
bureau,  therefore,  let  us  do  so  with  prudent 
foresight,  and  a  careful  consideration  of  the 
position  in  which  we  shall  find  ourselves 

tl.aced  when  we  have  routed  Commissioner 
louglass  and  his  subordinates.  We  must 
have  a  certain  tolerably  definite  sum  of 
money  every  year  for  the  necessary  expen¬ 
ditures  of  the  government.  If  we  sweep 
away  the  system  of  internal  taxes  this  mon¬ 
ey  can  only  be  obtained  by  an  increase  of 
the  tariff.  For  the  reejuisite  step  in  this 
direction  we  do  not. believe  the  people  are 
prepared.  We  are  quite  certain  that  it 
would  not  be  wise  to  raise  the  sjiirit  tax  to 
eighty  cents,  nor  do  we  think  the  time  has 
yet  come  for  the  total  abolition  of  the 
tobacco  tax.  The  President’s  recommen¬ 
dation  seems  to  us  judicious  —  abolish  all 
taxes  except  those  collected  from  stamps, 
spirituous  and  malt  liquors  and  tobacco.  Pos¬ 
sibly  we  may  also  venture  to  set  aside  the 
stamp  tax,  which  is  a  vexatious  affair.  If 
we  do  so  much  as  tliis  at  the  present  session 
of  Congress,  the  other  taxes  iniijht  stand  at 
least  a  year  longer,  and  futher  relief  be  sought 
in  a  mollification  of  the  tariff.  That  cer¬ 
tainly  needs  revision  and  reiluction.  TTie 
people  expect  action  to  this  effect,  and  Con¬ 
gress  cannot  afford  to  trifle  with  their  de¬ 
sire.  Therefore  we  counsel  the  members  of 
the  House  and  Senate  to  proceed  with  due 
deliberation ;  —  it  will  not  meet  the  require¬ 
ments  oi  the  hour  to  abolish  internal  taxa¬ 
tion  and  increase  the  tariff  rates. 


CURRENT  TOPICS. 


Doubtless  Senator  Edmunds  is  a  well- 
meaning  man,  but  he  has  a  curious  way  of 
showing  his  good  intent.  Though  he  introduced 
an  elaborate  civil-service-rel'orm  bill  himself,  he 
made  an  anti-reform  speech  on  the  resolution  to 
revive  the  retrenchment  committee.  Happily  the 
peojile  are  coming  to  understand  that  Mr.  Ed¬ 
munds  is  a  very  crotchety  person,  whose  bark  is 
frequently  more  offensive  tiian  his  bite.  And  so 
we  hope  to  find  him  ultimately  among  the 
earnest  reformers  who  do  not  think  it  necessary 
to  constantly  shout  the  praises  of  the  present 
administration  for  what  it  has  done  in  tiie  way 
of  improvement.  Mr.  Trumbull’s  speech  was 
excellent  in  matter  as  well  as  in  purpose,  and 
we  are  glad  he  took  an  early  opportunity  to 
deliver  it.  The  politicians  who  love  spoils  die 
hard — they  still  hope  to  cheat  the  country  by 
living.  They  will  not  be  killed  except  by  war¬ 
fare  instant  in  season  and  out  of  season.  In 
our  view  a  plea  for  reform  is  never  out  of  season. 
Whatever  lie  the  fate  of  the  retrenchment  com¬ 
mittee,  we  are  certain  to  get  some  good  results 
from  the  action  of  the  House,  which,  on  motion 
of  Mr.  Dawes,  has  ordered  an  inquiry  into 
each  of  the  administrative  departments  at 
Washington.  But  the  surest  hope  of  the  future 
is  in  the  fact  that  the  people  are  tired  of  the 
present  vicious  system  of  removals  and  appoint¬ 
ments.  Unless  they  retire  in  disgust  and  wev 
riness  we  shall  sometime  have  a  radical  reform. 
And  we  trust  it  may  come  from  this  winter’s 
session  of  Congress. 

The  democrats  pf  New  Hampshire  evidently 
do  not  believe  in  the  Passive  Policy.  The  plat 
form  which  they  adopted  at  their  State  Conven¬ 
tion  last  week  is  built  of  the  old  timber  —  we  do 
not  see  how  any  of  the  so-called  disaffected 
republicans  cun  be  expected  to  stand  therenjon. 
The  di-claration  of  “  no  privileged  classes  ”  is 
clear  and  explicit  enough,  but  what  the  con¬ 
vention  meant  by  “  no  privileged  capital  ” 
passes  our  comprehension.  Have  the  words 
any  real  significance,  or  is  the  phrase  used  for 
its'antithesis?  The  Ku-Klux  act  is  resolved  to 
be  “  false  in  its  pretexts  and  subversive  of  every 
principle  of  civil  liberty.”  Now  we  confess  to 
having  no  great  love  for  that  act  ourselves,  but 
we  had  not  thought  it  such  an  iniquity  as  this 
language  indicates.  And  it  is  quite  startling  to 
read  that  the  President’s  recent  declaration  of 
martial  law  in  certain  Ku-Kiux-infested  counties 
of  South  Carolina  is  “  an  atrocious  use  of  this 
unconstitutional  en.actment.”  We  fear  Mr. 
Montgomery  Blair  is  not  regarded  as  one  of  the 
iipo>tlcs  by  the  democracy  of  the  Granite  State. 
C?ertainly  his  spirit  did  not  prevail  with  the 
gentlemen  who  framed  this  platform.  Doubt¬ 
less  the  provocation  to  roar  against  the  Presi¬ 
dent  was  very  strong,  but  their  roaring  is  not 
calculated  to  win  votes  from  the  other  side. 


fiublic  calling  itself  a  monarchy  if  the  Due 
)  ’Aumalc  takes  the  place  of  M.  Thiers  ? 
What  will  finally  come  from  all  this  turmoil 
and  dissonance  no  wise  man  would  be  rash 
enough  to  predict.  Certain  it  is  that  Germany 
is  fortifying  her  positions  on  the  frontier ;  that 
the  session  of  the  legislative  assembly  opens 
with  stormy  scenes ;  that  the  Orleans  princes 
and  their  friends  have  advanced  to  the  fore¬ 
ground  ;  that  the  minister  of  finance  proposes 
measures  of  more  than  doubtful  expediency; 
that  talk  of  revolution  is  heard  in  the  upper  as 
well  as  in  the  lower  circles;  that  the  message  of 
Pnsident  Thiers  furnishes  no  rallying  point  for 
the  true  republicans ;  that  he  is  following  the 
wretched  example  of  the  Empire  and  suppress¬ 
ing  obnoxious  newspapers ;  and  that  few  of  the 
pulilic  men  of  the  hour  manifest  the  degree  of 
patriotism  on  which  national  salvation  depends. 
We  wish  the  outlook  were  more  hopeful  for 
those  who  believe  in  self-government. 


That  the  French  people  “would  welcome 
any  thing  definite,”  .vi  one  of  the  Paris  tele¬ 
grams  of  Inst  week  said,  is  not  a  statement  to 
bo  accepted  without  qualification.  For  they 
are  so  tom  by  factional  discord  that  instability 
seems  to  be  their  normal  condition.  To-day 
the  country  is  virtually  governed  by  a  dsapot- 
isTB  caHhw  ItMlf  a  rtpsSHe  |  wfll  It  haws  a 


Hon.  Hamilton  Fish  has  been  a  good 
public  servant  in  the  State  Department,  despite 
some  obvious  blunders,  as  in  the  case  of  Sir. 
Motley  and  the  San  Domingo  matter.  But 
when  a  man  consents  to  remain  in  a  laborious 
and  an  important  official  station  against  his 
will,  he  is  not  likely  to  perform  its  duties  with 
such  vigor  and  singleness  of  purpose  as  is  de¬ 
sirable.  We  trust  therefore  that  one  of  two 
things  will  be  done :  —  that  the  Pnsident  will 
spccilily  find  a  successor  to  Mr.  Fish  whose 
nomination  the  Senate  can  heartily  confirm,  or 
that  Mr.  Fish  will  cease  his  talk  about  goin^ 
out  at  an  early  day  and  newly  address  himself 
to  the  labors  of  his  position.  There  are  many 
foreign  questions  that  should  be  taken  up  by 
some  one  who  is  earnest  to  bring  them  to 
a  surisfacto^  ailjustment  —  questions  as  to 
which  a  trifling  or  half-hearted  policy  will  be 
little  less  than  a  national  calamity.  Whether 
Mr.  Fish  goes  or  stays  is  not  in  itself  of  para¬ 
mount  consequence  —  there  are  other  men  who 
would  make  a  good  Secretarv ;  but  the  situa¬ 
tion  is  such  that  neither  the  President  nor  the 
country  can  afford  to  rest  content  with  an  ad 
interim  head  of  the  State  Department. 

Not  believing  that  the  Senate  would  restore 
Mr.  Sumner  to  the  chaimianship  of  the  Com¬ 
mittee  on  Foreign  Relations,  we  are  not  of 
those  disappointed  at  its  action  in  retaining  Mr. 
Cameron  in  this  important  position.  Yet  the 
mistake  of  removing  Mr.  Sumner  is  repeated 
in  the  selection  of  Mr.  Cameron  for  a  second 
time.  Nothing  in  all  his  long  experience  or  in 
bis  study  of  international  affairs  qualifies  him 
for  the  post.  He  is  simply  a  shrewd  politician 
of  a  very  bad  type.  No  one  will  pretend  that 
he  has  such  qualities  or  knowledge  as  even  en¬ 
title  him  to  a  comparison  with  Mr.  Snmner. 
His  reappointment  is  in  one  sense  a  national 
humiliation  for  which  amicable  personal  rela¬ 
tions  with  the  Fn  sident  is  meagre  compensa¬ 
tion.  Probably  he  will  not  embroil  us  with 
any  foreign  power,  because  the  State  Depart¬ 
ment  is  cautious  and  discreet ;  but  he  is  quite 
certain  to  be  no  more  than  a  mere  echo  of  the 
Secretary,  and  what  we  need  is  independent 
judgment  in  the  foreign  committee  as  well  as 
in  the  foreign  bureau. 

We  suppose  not  a  single  person  of  any  sense 
believed  tne  Herald's  story  that  a  movement  was 
on  foot  to  bring  articles  of  impeachment  against 
the  President.  He  has  done  quite  a  number  of 
things  which  have  not  been  approved  by  the 
country,  and  his  course  with  respect  to  San 
Domingo  properly  subjected  him  to  severe  cen- 
sun; ;  but  that  be  has  been  guilty  of  acts  on 
which  an  impeachment  could  reasonably  be 
moved  not  one  citizen  in  ten  thousand  thinks 
who  is  competent  to  form  an  opinion  in  the 
matter.  The  democrats  maybe  as  stupid  polit¬ 
ically  as  the  most  vigorous  of  our  party  news¬ 
papers  believe,  but  they  are  not  yet  gone  utterly 
dan,  nor  are  they  wholly  blind  to  the  dictates  of 
prudence.  Impeachment  may  be  a  convenient 
bugalioo  in  the  Southern  States,  but  we  are 
sure  it  frightens  nobody  at  Washington.  Our 
experience  with  Andrew  Johnson  ought  to  be 
worth  something  for  warning  these  many  years. 

The  Czar  of  Russia  gave  further  proof  of 
the  cordial  relations  between  his  country  and 
Gennany,  at  the  recent  St.  George  banquet  in 
St.  Petersburc,  where  he  offered  a  toast  to  the 
Emperor  of  Germany,  and  said  he  trusted  the 
intimate  friendship  between  that  monarch  and 
himself  would  last  as  long  na  they  lived,  and  be 
carried  down  to  future  generations  by  their  suc¬ 
cessors.  In  so  far  as  this  alliance  pro¬ 
motes  the  peace  and  well-being  of  Europe,  all 
lovers  of  concord  and  all  who  hope  for  national 
advancement  can  join  in  the  Czar’s  sentiment. 
And  it  ought  to  be  plain  enough  to  the  E'rench, 
and  everybody  else  that  war  with  Germany, 
while  this  alliance  continues,  will  be  very  seri¬ 
ous  business. 

The  Governor  of  Illinois  appetirs  not  to  have 
profited  much  by  the  good  advice  given  him 
through  the  newspapers  touching  his  quarrel 
with  Gen.  Sheridan  and  the  Chicago  authorities. 
Failing  to  get  any  comfort  for  his  trouble  from 
the  grand  jury  of  Cook  County  or  the  legisla¬ 
ture  of  the  State,  he  tells  the  President  that  he 
is  viobiting  the  eonstituiion  of  Illinois  by  keep- 
imr  soldiers  on  jxilice-duty  in  the  bunied  city. 
We  fear  Gov.  Palmer  is  losing  his  wits.  He 
was  not  wont  in  other  days  to  be  so  kinky  as 
he  hM  been  of  late.  He  seems  unable  to  com¬ 
prehend  things  in  their  true  bearings.  Of 
conn*  the  orasdtntion  of  hb  Stste  doei  not  In 


s"t  terms  provide  for  the  performance  of  police 
supervision  by  the  military ;  but  is  n’t  that  a 
strained  and  far-fetched  in terq, relation  which 
denies  the  soldiers  the  right  to  do  what  they 
are  doing  ? 

Congressman  Dawes  has  contributed  a  series 
of  interesting  pajiets  to  the  Vongregationditt  on 
the  Mormon  problem  and  the  issues  therein 
involved.  They  clearly  show  that  he  used  his 
eyes  and  ears  to  good  advantage  when  in  Salt 
Lake  City  last  summer,  and  prove  that  he  will 
not  be  found  among  those  who  favor  the  short 
and  sha^  method  of  treatment.  We  have 
several  times  more  or  less  directly  brought  for¬ 
ward  the  opinion  that  the  utmost  of  wise  judg¬ 
ment  and  broad  humanity  are  needed  at  this 
juncture.  While  on  the  one  hand  the  Mormons 
cannot  be  allowed  to  violate  the  laws  under  the 
cloak  of  religion,  on  the  other  hand  packed 
juries  are  an  abhorrence  to  civilization,  and  we 
are  bound  by  every  consideration  of  right  feel¬ 
ing  to  keep  in  generous  remembrance  the  inno¬ 
cent  victims  of  polygamy. 

Something  like  six  months  ago  the  French 
government  began  the  trials  of  those  arrested 
for  panieipating  in  the  acts  of  the  Commune. 
At  the  date  of  onr  last  official  report,  sentence 
of  condemnation  had  been  pronounc^  against 
654  persons,  and  decree  of  liberation  had  been 
entered  in  the  casus  of  10,892,  while  from 
19,000  to  20,000  miserable  creatures  were  still 
suffering  in  jails  where  they  await  an  examina¬ 
tion  before  the  military  court.  At  this  rate  of 
progress  we  shall  not  see  the  end  of  this  busi¬ 
ness  for  nearly  a  year  more.  No  other  nation 
ever  entered  on  such  a  proceeding  as  this  has 
been  — even  if  the  Assembly  at  once  passes  an 
act  of  amnesty,  the  trial  will  remain  without  a 
precedent.  And  that  such  an  act  should  be 
passed  is  the  unanimous  voice  of  civilization. 

The  courts  of  Philadelphia  are  to  be  com¬ 
mended  for  making  short  work  with  the  rascal¬ 
ly  treasurer  of  that  city.  It  was  proved  that 
he  is  a  defaulter  and  has  speculated  with  the 
public  moneys  ;  the  trial  jury  found  him  guilty 
on  five  counts  of  the  indictment  that  was  pre¬ 
sent'd.  We  trust  he  may  get  a  sentence  that 
will  deter  any  successor  from  following  in  his 
footsteps.  And  the  lesson  set  by  the  judkiaiy 
of  the  Quaker  City  can  lie  studied  advanta¬ 
geously  by  the  bench  of  New  York.  We  have  had 
quite  too  much  ot  a  disposition  in  the  metropo¬ 
lis  to  be  lenient  with  criminals  because  they 
are  of  consequence  in  official  or  political  circles. 


We  notice  with  some  satisfaction  that  the' 
national  board  of  trade  at  its  late  session  in 
St.  Louis  gave  favorable  hearing  to  a  project 
for  creating  a  sanitary  commission  of  apiieal 
for  the  protection  of  immigrants  and  foreign 
commerce  from  the  irresponsible  control  of  lo¬ 
cal  quarantine  officers.  Those  at  New  York 
exercise  power  in  a  very  arbitrary  fashion,  and 
it  is  high  time  a  curb  were  put  on  their  arrogant 
assumption.  A  national  lioard  of  appeal  may 
not  be  exactly  what  we  want,  out  it  is 
good  to  have  attention  called  to  the  matter  of 
complaint. 

There  is  certainly  a  change  in  the  atmos¬ 
phere  of  New  York  when  persons  are  openly 

5 unished  for  false  registration.  And  last  week 
udge  Ingraham  gave  one  man  two  years  and 
six  months  at  hai  J  labor,  and  another  one  year 
in  the  State  prison,  for  engaging  in  that  busi¬ 
ness.  The  sentences  must  have  made  the  hair 
of  the  fellows  stand  on  end  in  utter  astonish¬ 
ment.  Heretofore,  the  crime  of  which  they 
were  convicted  has  been  one  of  the  most  com¬ 
mon  and  least  likely  to  lie  punished  in  the 
whole  catalogue  wherewith  New  York  was 
afflicted. 


The  gathering  of  the  Board  of  Arbitration 
at  Genova  preludes  the  end  of  proceedings 
under  the  Treaty  of  Washington.  That  end 
is  yet  a  long  ways  off,  to  be  sure,  but  its  light 
is  flushing  the  horizon.  The  members  of  the 
Board  are  publicists  and  statesmen  of  such 
standing  that  the  conclusions  which  they  reach 
are  sure  to  have  an  effect  on  the  course  of  civil¬ 
ization.  Before  they  are  formed  we  think  it 
safe  to  say  that  they  will  promote  the  cause  of 
peace  and  good-will  among  men. 


—  Holland  spends  more  for  tobacco  than  for 
bread. 

—  Detroit  has  28,779  children  eligible  for 
education. 

—  The  cholera  is  raging  with  great  mortality 
in  the  city  of  Delhi,  India. 

—  The  first  house  ever  built  in  Nebraska,  is 
still  standing  on  the  banks  of  the  Missouri. 

—  Squirrel-skins  bring  fifteen  cents  apiece  in 
California  for  the  manufacture  of  Paris  kid 
gloves. 

—  New  Orletms  is  taxed  ten  cents  on  every 
dollar  of  property,  real  and  personal,  in  the 
city.  The  Picayune  says :  “  We  are  working 
merely  for  our  subsistence,  our  victuals  and 
clothes ;  all  our  profits  are  absorbeil  in  taxes.” 

—  A  pumpkin  vine,  la.st  summer,  wound 
abi)ut  an  old  stove  in  a  farmer’s  garden,  in 
Ulstcrville,  and  blossomed  right  over  an  uncov¬ 
ered  lid-hole,  and  as  the  pumpkin  grew  in 
weight,  it  gradually  descended  in  the  stove, 
and  when  its  development  was  finished,  it  was 
eompletsly  inclosed,  with  size  and  shape  ao- 
caraag  in  the  cavitf . 


9 


EVERY  SATURDAY. 


DscBMBKK  80,  1871.] 


EVERY  SATURDAY. 


[DECKMBsm  80, 1871, 


UNREFLECTING  CHILDIIOOD  AND 
AGE. 

T  is,  indeed,  a  little  while 

Since  you  were  bom,  my  happy  pet,  — 
Your  future  beckons  with  a  smile. 

Your  by-gones  don’t  exist  as  yet. 

Is  all  the  world  with  pleasure  rile  1 
Are  you  a  little  bird  that  sings 
Her  simple  cratitudo  for  life, 

And  lovely  things  1 

The  ocean,  and  the  waning  moons, 

And  starry  skies,  and  starry  dells, 

And  winter  sport,  and  golden  Junes, 

And  Art  divine,  and  lSeauty-s()ell8 : 

Festa  and  song,  and  f'ndi,-  mt. 

And  lianter,  and  domestic  mirth,  — 

They  all  are  mine  —  av,  is  not  it 
A  pleasant  caitb ! 

And  poet  friends,  and  |<oesy, 

And  precious  Ixioks,  for  any  mood  ; 

And  then  that  b  -st  of  company,  — 

Those  graver  ihoughts  in  so  itude, 

That  hold  us  tlu-t,  and  never  pall : 

And  then  there’s  You,  iny  own,  my  fair  — 
And  1 —  1  soou  must  leave  it  all  — 

And  much  you  core  I 


THREE  OF  A  TRADE ; 

os,  SEO  UTTLB  KBISS  KKINOLS. 


BT  rax  LXTB  rlTZ-JJkXBS  O’BUXV. 


The  city  wws  mv.flled  in  snow,  and  looked  as 
calm  and  {lale  and  stately  as  a  queen  in  her 
emiine  roiR'S.  It  was  night,  and  me  tinkling 
of  innumerable  sleigh-liells  made  the  frosty  air 
musical.  The  slvighs  thi'ms<‘lvc8  sped  silently 
through  the  stnets,  painted  blackly  against  the 
white  snow,  as  the^  passed,  like  so  many  phan¬ 
toms  winging  their  way  to  a  lestival  on  the 
Brocken  Mountains. 

It  was  late,  for  the  comer  groceries  were 
shut.  The  last  draught  of  poison  had  been 
drainiHl  over  the  counter.  The  last  victim  had 
staggi’red  home  to  his  trembling  wife.  The 
red,  unwholesome  light  that  flared  over  the 
door  had  been  extinguished,  and  the  bar-kceper. 
was  snoring  in  his  b^  behind  the  flour-barrels. 

In  the  bleak  shelter  alfurdcd  by  the  projecting 
wooden  awning  of  one  of  the  comer  groceries 
in  Greenwich  Street,  close  to  where  that 
thoroughfare  nears  the  river,  and  huddled  up 
against  the  side  of  the  large  coal-bin  that  stood 
hasped  and  padlocked  on  one  side  of  the  en¬ 
trance,  two  little  figures  were  visible  in  tbs  dim 
glimmer  of  the  nigliL  Two  little  children  they 
were,  sitting  with  their  cold  arms  embracing 
each  other,  their  chill  cheeks  pressed  together, 
and  their  laigc,  weary  eyes  looking  out  hungri¬ 
ly  into  the  blank  street. 

Down  by  the  wharves  they  saw  the  tall, 
slender  masts  of  ships  piercing  the  sky  like  the 
serried  lances  of  some  band  of  gigantic  Cos¬ 
sacks.  Among  the  black  hnlls,  a  few  late 
lights  stir  shone,  and  the  air  rang  occasionally 
with  the  voice  of  a  drunken  sailor,  who,  from 
some  friendly  door-step^  where  he  had  involun¬ 
tarily  cast  anchor,  chanted  his  cxjicricnces  of  a 
young  West-Indian  lady  of  color,  who  re¬ 
joiced  in  the  horticultural  name  of  Nancy 
Banana. 

Presently  a  mystic  music  seemed  to  fall 
from  the  arched  skies  t^ti  the  city.  It  was 
the  chimes  from  old  Trinity  ringing  the  Old 
Year  out  and  the  New  Year  in.  The  thrilling 
notes  of  the  changes  following  each  other  in 
mea.snred  flow,  vibrated  through  the  air  like 
music  made  by  the  feet  of  marching  angels. 
They  jubilantly  seemed  to  scale  the  slope  of 
heaven.  The  wild  melodious  clangor  flo.ated 
over  the  great  silent  city.  Myriads  of  aerial 
Moors,  clashing  their  ^mbals,  seemed  to  march 
over  the  house-tops.  The  clock  was  trembling 
on  the  stroke  of  twelve,  and  Time  had  one  foot 
already  in  the  territories  of  the  New  Year. 

“  Tip,  listen  to  the  bells,”  said  one  of  the  two 
children,  that  were  huddled  l)cneatJi  the  grocery 
awning,  speaking  in  a  faint,  though  clear 
voice,  like  a  bell  heard  in  a  fog,  “  listen.  It  is 
time  for  Kri.ss  Kringle  to  come.” 

Tip’s  cold  little  lips  opened,  and  nothing 
issned  therefrom  bnt  a  low,  plaintive  “I’m 
hungry,  Binnie.” 

am  I,”  said  Binnie,  with  a  sort  of  far- 
off  chccriness,  as  if  his  heart  was  at  a  consider¬ 
able  distance,  and  could  communicate  only  very 
faintly.  “But  let  ns  wait.  Perhaps  Kriss 
Kringle  will  lu-ing  cs  something  nice.  What 
would  you  like  most.  Tip  1  *’ 

“  Cotfee  and  cakes  wouldn’t  be  bad,”  said 
Tip,  heritatinglv,  as  if  rather  afraid  of  the 
consequences  if  be  allowed  his  imagination  to 
mn  away  with  him. 

“  Or  a  plate  of  roast  beef,  ran,  with  potatoes 
and  peacn  pie,”  suggested  the  more  reckless 
Binnie,  “just  snch  as  mother  need  to  give  ns 
on  Sunday.  Po<w  mother  I " 

“  What  are  we  going  to  do  to-morrow  Bin- 
nie,  to  get  some  moaev  t” 

“Shovel  snow  off  the  stoops,”  answe^ 
Binnie,  resolutely.  “WeTl  go  into  Union 
Sqnare  early,  and  ask  all  aronnd  at  the  houses 
whether  they  want  the  sidewalk  clcan-d. 
Some  of  ’em  an-  sure  to  give  ns  a  quarter ;  we 
might  make  liuy  cents,  and  then  wouldn’t  we 
have  a  time  !  ” 

“  When  we  were  living  in  the  country  with 
mother  what  fun  we  used  to  have  on  New 
Year’s,”  said  poor  little  Tip,  creeping  np  closer 

to  Binnie,  wiUi  a  shiver,  for  the  aight  was  gst- 


ting  very  cold,  and  a  few  large  snow-flakes 
commenced  falling  straight  down  from  the 
fleecy  sky,  white  as  the  manna  that  fell  in  the 
desert,  but,  alas  1  not  so  nutritious. 

“Oh  golly  !  yes.  What  a  good  mother  the 
was  to  us,  and  what  things  we  used  to  find  in 
the  old  stocking  that  she  gave  us  to  hang  up  1 
Kriss  Kringle  don’t  come  to  us  any  more  now 
that  she’s  dead.  I  wonder  if  he  ri'ally  usctl  to 
come  down  the  chimney.  Tip,  or  if  'twas  only 
make-lielieve.” 

“  I  don’t  know,”  said  Tip.  “  I  watched  ever 
so  many  nights,  but  somehow  I  always  fell 
asleep  just  before  he  came,  and  then  the  things 
got  into  the  stocking.  I  used  to  dream,  though, 
that  I  saw  him.  A  little  man  with  a  red  coat 
all  covered  with  gold  lace,  and  a  long  feather 
in  his  cap,  and  a  little  sword  by  bis  side.  And 
he  used  to  smile  at  me,  and  say,  ‘  Tip,  will  you 
lie  a  good  boy  if  I  put  something  into  the 
stocking  for  you  ?  ’  and  then  I  used  lo  [naimise ; 
and  when  1  had  promisial  I  used  to  hear  music 
sounding  all  through  the  house,  a  great  deal 
finer  than  the  music  we  heard  when  wc  went  to 
the  circus,  Binnie ;  and  then  Kriss  Kringle 
would  take  oil'  his  hat  to  me,  and  make  a  jump, 
and  go  clean  up  the  chimney  out  of  sight,  like 
a  red  cricket.  Ah  I  how  cold  it  is,  Binnie,  and 
how  hungry  I  am.  Tell  us  a  story.” 

The  wind  arose  in  the  north,  and  came  down 
upon  the  city  with  a  savage  howl.  The  heavy 
snow-flakes  fled  l)efore  him  into  every  angle  and 
nook,  like  terrified  white  birds  trying  to  hide 
themselves  from  some  vast-winged,  screaming 
falcon.  Thev  thrust  themselves  into  the  crev¬ 
ices  of  the  windows,  and  between  the  slata  of 
the  window-blinds ;  they  got  nnder  the  sills  of 
the  doors.  They  left  the  centre  of  the  streets, 
and  flew  madly  into  the  gutters ;  they  huddled 
themselves  into  the  dark  corner  where  Tip  and 
Binnie  were  cowering,  ran  up  the  legs  of  their 
ragged  trowsers  and  slid  down  between  their  fruil 
shirt-coll.ars  and  their  cold  little  necks.  It  was 
a  fierce,  biting,  scratching  wind  of  prey,  and 
poor  Binnie  and  Tip  felt  his  talons  digging  into 
their  flesh. 

Just  as  the  pair  of  vagrants  had  drawn  closer 
together,  and  Binnie  was  trying  to  stop  his 
teeth  —  which  began  to  chatter  —  from  biting 
in  two  the  thread  of  the  story  that  the  patient 
little  fellow  was  about  to  tell  his  brother,  they 
heard  a  faint  cry,  something  between  a  moan 
and  a  whistle,  sounding  close  to  them.  Look¬ 
ing  out  into  the  dim  twilight  they  beheld  a 
dwarfish  figure  standing  on  the  sidewalk,  moan¬ 
ing  and  w-aving  its  arms.  It  seemed  to  be  a 
little  man  about  two  feet  high,  clad  in  a  red 
coat,  covered  with  gold  lace,  and  wearing  a 
little  cap,  in  which  was  stuck  a  long  feather, 
that  was  bent  nearly  horizontal  by  the  wind. 
A  tiny  sword,  about  the  length  of  a  lead-psncil, 
dangled  at  his  side. 

“  O  Binnie  1  ”  whispered  Tip,  “  it's  Kriss 
Kringle  come  again.  I  know  him.  He  used  to 
look  exactly  like  that  in  ray  dream.  I  ain’t 
afraid  of  him.  Arc  you  1  ” 

“  Not  a  bit,”  answered  Binnie.  “  He  looks 
a  nice  little  chap.  I  hope  hs  has  brought  os 
aoinethiiig.” 

The  little  man  on  the  sidewalk  seemed  very 
uneasy.  He  waved  his  long  arms  continually, 
took  otf  his  little  cap  every  now  and  then  with 
a  quick  jerk,  as  if  he  were  making  a  series  of 
ablircviated  bows  to  the  two  little  vagrants,  and 
then  hopped  about,  moaning  the  same  shrill 
and  extraordinary  moan. 

“  Binnie,  I  think  he’s  cold ;  let  us  ask  him  to 
come  anij  he  down  with  us  and  warm  himself,” 
said  Tip.  “  Yon  know,  in  all  the  hury  books, 
if  yon  treat  a  fairy  well,  he’s  sure  to  give  yon 
three  wishes.” 

Whatever  Binnie  may  have  thought  of  the 
suggestion  of  warming  anv  thing  by  putting  it 
close  to  two  such  little  icicles  as  ^mself  and 
his  brother,  the  latter  part  of  the  speech  seemed 
to  strike  him  as  containing  a  fclicitons  idea. 
So,  bracing  his  chattering  teeth  as  well  as  he 
could,  he  said,  — 

“  Kriss  Kringle,  will  yon  come  and  lie  down 
with  us,  and  we  will  warm  you  1  ” 

The  little  red-coated  man  made  no  reply  to 
this  hospitable  invitation,  but  danced,  and 
shivered,  and  moaned,  and  doffed  hit  tiny  cap 
many  times  in  succession. 

“  Come,  Kriss  Kringle,”  continued  Binnie, 
beckoning  to  the  dwarf,  “  come  in  out  of  the 
snow.” 

“Maybe  hs  don’t  speak  English,  Binnie,” 
sugg<»ted  the  imaginative  Tip. 

This  was  a  new  view  of  the  case,  and  Binnie 
began  to  consider  within  himself  whether,  by 
some  inspiration  of  the  moment,  he  might  not 
suddenly  master  the  particular  foreign  tongue 
with  wnieh  thsir  new  friend  was  acquainted, 
when  suddenly  the  little  man  made  a  swift  leap 
and  landed  right  in  Tip’s  1m. 

“  Why,  Binnie  1 "  cried  "rip,  “  It's  not  Kriss 
Kringle  after  all.  it's  only  a  monkey  I  ” 

Sore  enough,  it  was  a  monkey  ;  a  poor,  shiv¬ 
ering,  little  Bradlian,  with  {fle^ng  eyes  and 
soft,  silky  hands,  and  a  countenance  that  seemed 
to  tell  of  a  life  of  sorrow.  A  bit  of  broken 
chain  dangling  from  a  belt  ronnd  his  waist  told 
his  story.  The  eternal  organ  in  the  street ;  the 
black-bearded,  heartless  Italian ;  the  little 
switch  that  scored  his  hack  at  home  ;  the  crnel 
pinches  to  induce  politeness,  when  wondering 
bchoollxiys  proil'ern'I  tbeir  hoar.b-d  copjxTS ;  the 
mclancboly  puuiouiiiii  ■  of  sprightly  gratitudu 
which  was  taught  with  blows,  ami  iierloriued 
i:i  fear  aud  trembling.  I’oor  little  runaway  ! 
I'oor  .ittlc  vagrant  !  Ho  soenicd  to  know  that 
he  liad  Ibond  brothers  in  mistbrtuno  when  he 
thrust  his  timid,  silky  paw  in  Binnie's  hand. 


and  laid  his  little  hairy  face  against  Tip’s 
bosom.  • 

The  children  vied  with  each  other  in  atten¬ 
tions  to  the  poor  little  wanderiT.  I  do  U-lieve 
that  if  Tip  had  an  apple  or  a  chestnut  at  that 
moment,  hungry  ns  he  was,  he  would  have 
given  It  to  his  red  little  Kri.ss  Kringle.  The 
boys  placed  him  lietween  them,  and  tried  to 
snuggle  him  up  in  their  tattered  clothes.  Hu 
clung  to  them  as  if  he  really  loved  th  in.  His 
little  hand  tbnnd  its  w.ay  into  'rip’s  shirt- 
bosom, —  if  that  colli'ction  of  discolored  tatters 
which  he  wore  beneath  his  jacket  could  be 
called  a  shirt, —  anil  laid  just  over  his  heart. 
The  poor  vagrants  kissed  and  tbndlud  tbeir  |tet ; 
and,  God  help  them  !  were  almost  happy  for  the 
time. 

Meanwhile,  the  snow  drifted  and  drifted  right 
under  the  shetl  where  the  vagrants  lay.  It  be¬ 
gan  to  pile  itself  np  aliotit  them  on  all  sides, 
and  it  clung  to  every  projection  of  their  per¬ 
sons.  The  air  grew  colder  and  colder.  The 
wind  swooped  at  them  under  the  shed-sill,  like 
the  wide-wingtHl,  shrieking  falcon, —  as  if  it 
would  take  them  up  in  its  talons  aud  bear  them 
away  to  its  bleak  nest  to  feed  its  unfliulged  tem¬ 
pests.  Clowr  and  closer  the  three  houseless 
creatures  drew  together,  until  a  great  drowsi¬ 
ness  fell  upon  them,  and  the  sough  of  the  storm 
Bounded  farther  and  farther  ott,  aud  sleep  and 
snow  covered  them. 

Then  a  dream  came  to  Binnie  and  Tip.  Red 
little  Kriss  Kringle  jumped  up  suddenly  from 
his  rest  in  tbeir  bowm,  clad  in  the  brightest 
finerv.  A  wondrous  white  fret’s  plume  waved 
in  his  cap,  and  he  wore  a  br(‘astplate  of  dia¬ 
monds.  His  red  coat  was  redder  than  the  blos¬ 
soms  of  the  wild  Lobelia,  and  his  sword  was 
biltud  with  gold.  Then  he  said  to  the  boys, 
“  Boys,  yc  have  been  very  kind  to  me,  and  shel¬ 
tered  me  when  it  was  cold,  so  now  ye  shall 
come  with  me  to  the  sweet  land  of  the  South, 
where  re  shall  idle  in  the  sunshine  for  ever  and 
ever  I 

Then  ho  led  them  down  to  the  wharf  near  by, 
where,  moored  among  the  black  hulls  of  the 
ships,  they  found  a  beautiful  golden  boat,  so 
brigrit  with  many-colored  flags  that  it  seemed 
as  if  her  tall  masts  had  swept  the  rainbows 
from  the  sky.  Fairy  iiinsic  sounded  as  the 
sails  were  set,  and  they  sailed  and  sailed  and 
sailed  until  they  landed  on  the  sweet  Southern 
shore. 

There  they  found  strange  trees  with  leaves  of 
satin  and  fruits  of  gold.  Wonderful  birds  shot 
like  stars  from  bough  to  bough.  The  rivers 
tang  like  musical  instruments.  Fruin  the  limbs 
of  the  trees  trailed  brilliant  tapestries  of  orchid- 
eons  flowers,  which,  with  their  roots  in  the  air, 
sucked  the.  sunlight  into  their  secret  veins,  until 
their  blossoms  were  covered  with  the  splendor 
of  Day. 

Here  red  little  Kriss  Kringle  led  them  to  the 
foot  of  a  huge  tree  covered  with  white  flowers, 
and  made  them  lie  down  while  he  fed  them  with 
fruits  of  a  magical  flavor.  The  sun  shone 
cheerfully  on  their  heads.  The  birds  sang  their 

Eleasant  songs.  The  huge  tree  rained  its  white 
lossoms  on  them,  as  they  dropped  off  to  sleep, 
weary  with  delight,  until  they  reposed  beneath 
a  coverlet  of  scented  snow. 

When  the  first  day  of  the  New  Year  dawned, 
and  the  grocer’s  boy  came  from  his  bed  behind 
the  flour-barrels  to  take  down  the  shutters,  he 
saw  a  mound  of  snow  close  by  the  side  of  the 
coal-bin.  He  brought  the  shovel  to  take  it 
away,  and  the  first  stroke  disclosed  the  three 
little  vagrants  lying  stark  and  stilT,  enfolded  in 
each  other’s  arms. 


HAWTHORNE’S  NEW  ROMANCE. 

A  MAN  dies,  and  his  greatness  perishes  as  if  it 
had  never  been,  and  peoplereraembernothing 
of  him  only  when  they  see  his  gravestone  over 
his  old  dry  lioncs,  and  say  he  was  a  good  man 
in  his  day.”  These  are  the  words  of  Aunt 
Keziah  to  Septimius  Felton  as  they  talk  at 
the  dinner-table  one  day.  And  her  nephew 
makes  answer  with  himself: — “I  hate  the 
thought  and  anticipation  of  that  contemptuous 
appreciation  of  a  man  after  his  death.  Every 
living  man  triumphs  over  every  dead  one,  as  he 
lies,  poor  and  helpless,  under  the  mould,  a  heap 
of  liones,  a  pinch  of  dust,  an  evil  odor  1  ”  'Tins 
hatred  of  death  as  “  a  prodigy,  a  monstrosity, 
an  alien  misfortune,  into  which  man  has  only 
fallen  by  defect,”  is  evidently  the  key-note  pf 
Hawthorne’s  posthumous  romance,  of  which 
the  opening  chapter  is  given-  in  the  forthcoming 
first  number  of  tne  Atlantic  AfoiM/  lor  the  new 
year  —  the  full  title  of  the  story  being  Septimi- 
ft  Felton ;  or,  the  Elixir  of  Life. 

That  Hawthorne  himself  has  sufl’ered  some¬ 
thing  of  “contemptuous  appreciation”  at  the 
han&  of  those  who  measure  religion  in  small 
and  narrow  cups,  and  that  these  persons  have 
triumphed  over  him,  “  as  he  lies,  pwr  and  help¬ 
less,  nnder  the  mould,”  in  a  certain  degree,  is 
nnqnestionablv  true ;  bnt  bis  grestness  has  not 
perished,  Ae  Hterary  world  £ss  not  forgotten 
mm,  and  the  readers  of  what  is  best  in  our  liter- 
atnre  will  give  eager  welcome  to  this  tale,  prob¬ 
ably  written  seven  or  ei|;ht  years  ago,  bnt  only 
brought  to  light  during  the  past  summer. 
Wh:tt  it  is,  as  we  shall  find  in  the  reading,  the 
novelist  tells :  “  Our  story  is  an  internal  one, 
dealing  as  liitle  as  j  o.-sihlc  with  outward  events, 
and  tjiking  hold  of  these  only  wh-vo  it  cannot 
l)C  bellied,  in  order  by  mean.'  of  llicm  to  delin¬ 
eate  tlic  history  of  a  mind  b  -wi^derod  in  certaip 
errors.”  And  then  he  adds  with  one  of  bis 
characteristic  touches  of  frankness:  “We 
would  not  willingly,  if  we  could,  give  a  lively 


and  picturesque  surrounding  to  their  delinea¬ 
tion.” 

The  history  of  the  story  is  almost  a  romance 
in  itself.  The  idea  of  a  deathless  man  had  sin¬ 
gular  fascination  to  Hawthorne  for  many  years  • 
he  frt'quently  spoke  of  it  to  Ills  intimate  friends’ 
and  mention  is  more  than  once  made  of  it  in 
his  note-books.  Several  times  he  talked  of 
writing  a  stoiw  with  such  a  man  as  his  central 
figure  ;  that  he  was  writing  one,  or  had  writ¬ 
ten  one,  nobody  knew  till  Mrs.  llawtiionie  re¬ 
vealed  the  secret  shortly  liefore  she  died. 
Wliether  she  knew  what  he  was  about  while  ho 
wrote,  we  have  not  been  able  to  ascert:iin 
though  the  relations  between  the  couple  were 
such  that  we  presume  she  did.  The  tale  comes 
to  its  jmblishers  in  her  hand-writing.  Whether 
she  copiitl  it  literally  I'roin  her  husband’s  frag, 
meiitary  manuscript,  or  whether  she  found  it 
necessary  or  cxpwlient  to  use  some  editorial 
lalKir  in  the  matter,  arc  points  on  which  it  has 
not  been  (xissiblc  to  get  any  definite  informa¬ 
tion.  That  the  story  will  be  accepted  as  Haw¬ 
thorne’s  in  just  as  broad  a  sense  as  “  The  Scarlet 
Letter”  is,  we  do  notin  the  least  doubt.  It  is 
full  of  the  things  for  which  he  alone  was  noted 

—  every  one  of  these  first  ten  pages  bears  the 
mark  of  his  hand. 

Septimius  Felton  has  {^reduated  from  Cam¬ 
bridge  and  is  studying  tor  the  ministry — at 
his  own  house  on  the  great  Lexington  road 
back  of  the  village  of  Concord,  Mass.  His 
housekeeper  is  Aunt  Keziah,  a  shrill-voiced  old 
woman,  who  tempers  her  natural  severity 
toward  him  with  respect  for  his  future  clerical 
rank.  The  other  characters  of  whom  we  get  a 
glimpse  ore  the  village  minister,  who  aided  and 
advised  the  boy  Felton  to  go  to  college,  “  a 
man  of  middle  age,  homely,  plain  addnss, 
kindly,  sagacious  aspect,  browned  by  out-door 
labor ;  ”  llobert  Hagbum,  a  burly  and  ruddy 
young  fellow,  famous  for  strength  and  athletic 
skill,  “  the  early  promise  of  what  was  to  bt-  a 
man  fit  for  all  offices  of  activs  rural  life,  and 
to  lie,  in  mature  age,  the  selectman,  the  deacon, 
the  representative,  the  colonel  of  the  town ;  ” 
and  Rose  Garfield,  aged  seventeen,  “  very  pret¬ 
ty,  a  little  freckled,  a  liitio  tanned,  but  with  a 
face  that  glimmered  and  gleamed  with  quick 
and  cheerful  expressions ;  a  slender  form,  not 
very  large,  witti  a  quick  grace  in  its  move¬ 
ments  ;  sunny  hair  that  had  a  tendency  to 
curl,  which  she  probably  favored  at  such  mo¬ 
ments  as  her  household  occupation  left  her.” 

The  romance  opens  with  a  pleasant  picture 
of  the  country  scene  near  the  Felton  house, 
and  then  follows  some  chat  Ix'twcen  the  three 
young  persons  about  the  worth  of  life.  Sep- 
tiinius  comjilains  th-at  it  is  so  short  os  to  be 
practically  not  worth  the  I-  '-ing  —  “so  much 
trouble  of  preparation  to  live,  and  then  no  life 
at  all ;  a  ponderous  beginning  and  nothing 
more.”  Not  so  Robert,  who  sees  many  things 
to  do — “to  make  fields  yield  produce;  to  ^ 
busy  among  men  and  happy  among  the  women 
folk ;  to  play,  work,  fight,  and  be  active  in 
many  ways.’’  Not  so  Rose,  either,  who  thinks 
it  “  such  a  comfort  to  live,  so  pleasant,  so 
sweet  —  it  was  worth  while  to  be  bom,  if  only 
for  the  sake  of  one  such  pleasant  spring  morn¬ 
ing  os  this  ;  and  God  gives  us  many  and  better 
things  when  these  are  past.  ”.  These  brief 
words  apparently  outline  the  chief  characters  of 
the  story  —  tSeptimins,  Roliert,  Rose.  Sep- 
timiiis  is  continually  coming  round  to  his  origi¬ 
nal  idea  that  life  doesn’t  amount  to  any  thing. 

“  I  wish  to  live  forever,”  he  says  to  Rolicrt, 

—  “  that  is  none  too  long  for  all  I  would 
know.”  And  so,  of  course,  he  resolves  that  he 
cannot  die  if  he  is  worthy  to  live.  “Let  other 
men  die  if  they  choose  or  yield ;  let  him  that 
is  strong  enough  live  forever  1  ” 

There  is  a  womlertiilly  graphic  picture  of  the 
night  and  morning  after  tlie  oattle  of  Lexing¬ 
ton,  in  April,  1775,  —  horsemen  galloping  past  j 
the  farm-houses,  troops  marching  out  from 
Boston,  men  sounding  the  alarm  in  every  direc¬ 
tion,  drums  beating  in  front  of  the  rude  meet-  ; 
ing-houscs,  farmers  hurriedly  assembling  with 
their  weapons,  clamor  everywhere,  stomi,  wild  I 
excitement,  a  coming  deed  infesting  all  the 
atmosphere  and  making  everybody  feel  that  it 
was  good  to  be  alive,  aglow  with  a  sense  of  the 
goodness  of  the  world,  the  sacrediiess  of  country. 
Only  Septimius,  throbbing  with  “  the  strange 
thought  of  the  BuflScieiicy  of  the  world  for  man, 
if  man  were  only  sufficient  for  that,”  morbid 
with  the  reading  of  many  books  “  of  good  and  , 
learned  divines,  whose  wisdom  he  had  happen¬ 
ed,  by  help  of  the  Devil,  to  turn  to  mischief, 
reading  them  by  the  light  of  hell-fire,”  declared 
that  all  men  were  fools,  and  questioned  what 
matter  were  a  form  of  ^joveminent  for  such 
ephemeral  creatures.  This  is  the  young  man 
whose  story  we  are  to  have  during  the  coming 
year.  Will  it  be  a  love-story  1  Certainly  not, 
in  the  ordinary  sense  of  the  words.  And  yet 
there  is  tweet  Rose  Garfield  waiting  to  love  and 
be  loved,  and  there  are  the  two  youths  of 
honorable  report  in  the  neighborhood  each  ut 
his  way  seeung  the  Elixir  of  Life. — iiost<* 
Daily  Advertiser. 


—  The  San  Diego  Union  says  that  a  firm  in 
that  city  has  for  some  time  past  had  a  niimliet 
of  persons  engaired  in  burning  the  ice-plank 
which  is  found  in  great  abundance  along  tn® 
bay  and  on  the  peninsula.  The  nsh  of  this 
plant  Is  iiseil  n.s  a  .snl  Riiiiite  for  sod.n,  if  Imviag 
nearly  the  Siiiiie  (jiialllies  ns  thc.t  article.  An 
aualy.i-ls  ol'  the  ash  shows  that  it  contains  Ibrty- 
five  per  cent  of  caustic  soda,  and  thirty  p®r 
cent  of  ordinary  soda. 
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KATE  FIELD’S  “PEN  PIIOTOGRAl’HS” 
IN  ENGLAND. 

MISS  FIELD’S  clover  “  Pen  Photoffraphs  of 
Charles  Dickens’s  Iloiidinfts,”  which  h;i3 
just  b'cn  reprinted  in  I.ondon,  is  thus  spoken 
of  in  the  last  nuintx-r  of  the  Dark  Blttr;  — In 
this  little  work  Miss  Field  presents  us  with  nine 
sketches  of  readings  by  Dickens  of  his  own 
works,  as  she  heard  him  in  America,  with  her 
reflections  and  criticisms  upon  them.  Our 
authoress  commences  her  task  by  descriptions 
of  the  reception  of  Dickens  at  Boston  and 
New  York  respectively,  in  the  year  1867 ;  and 
i  s  dceidcdl V  humorous  in  her  account  of  the 
scramble  for  tickets  which  occurred  amongst 
all  classes  of  ths  inhabitants  of  the  two  cities 
upon  the  occasion  of  Dickens’s  visit.  “  Charles 
Dickens  came,  and  we  saw  and  heard,  and  he 
conquered,”  writes  Miss  Field. 

In  drawing  Dickens’s  portrait.  Miss  Field 
animadverts  upon  the  pnotographs  of  him 
which  are  generally  sold;  asserting  that  in 
them  he  looks  as  if,  previous  to  posiug,  he  hud 
been  put  under  an  exhausted  reetdver,  and  h.od 
had  Ins  soul  pumped  out  of  him ;  and  she 
presently  confides  to  her  n*aders  that  it  was  not 
until  she  saw  “  the  twinkle  in  his  eyes,  that, 
like  a  promissory  note,  pledged  itself  to  any 
amount  of  ftin  —  within  sixty  minutes,”  that  she 
b^me  resigned  to  the  fact  that  the  great  novelist 
did  not  closely  rescmhle  the  Apollo  Belvedere. 

Miss  Field  then  summarizes  the  leading 
points  made  by  Dickens  in  the  readings  of  the 
several  pieces  selected  b^  him ;  passing  a  few 
slight  criticisms  upon  his  impersonation  as  an 
actor  of  some  of  the  characters  represented  ;  and 
seeming  to  be  particularly  hurt  at  the  curtail¬ 
ments  made  in  the  readings  of  the  trial  from 
“Pickwick,”  and  of  Mrs.  Gamp.  We  must 
confess,  too,  that  on  this  point  we  arc  inclined 
to  sympathize  with  her :  more  especially  in  the 
case  of  Sam  Weller,  who  is  deprived  in  the 
reading  of  his  well-known  reply  to  the  little 
Judge,  as  to  how  careful  he  wa.s  of  the  first  suit 
of  clothes  jjiven  him  by  Mr.  Pickwick ;  and  of 
hU  polite  inquiry,  upon  being  told  by  Seijcant 
Buzfuz  that  he  “  may  go  down,”  viz. :  “  Would 
any  other  gen’l’inau  like  to  ask  me  any  thin’  ?  ” 
Miss  Field  is  particularly  happy  when,  at 
the  commencement  of  the  reading  of  the 
“  Boots  at  the  Holly-tree  Inn,”  she  dilates  upon 
the  way  in  which  certain  books  become  as  ne¬ 
cessary  to  the  inner  nature  as  do  the  convenien¬ 
ces  and  elegances  of  civilization  to  the  outer 
man  ;  and  these  she  styles  “  human  books.” 

The  book  concludes  with  a  dcscriiuiou  of  the 
farewell  scenes  at  Boston  and  New  York,  which, 
Ixung  of  a  pathetic  nature,  are  free  from  the 
Americanisms  that  somewhat  grate  upon 
English  ears,  in  the  nevertheless  graphic  and 
hutnorous  sketches  of  the  receptions  at  those 
cities;  and  with  a  “verdict,”  finding  Dickens 
guilty  of  five  charges  brought  against  him : 
1.  That  he  is  ivithout  a  peer,  and  the  master  of 
all  English  humorists  now  alive.  2.  That  he 
is  one  of  the  best  actors,  and  as  an  interpreter  of 
himself  stands  unrivalled.  3.  That  he  is  the 
most  thoroughly  successful  literary  man  of  our 
time.  4.  Th.it  he  has  ever  been  laithful  to  the 
profession  of  letters.  And  5.  That  by  his  sec¬ 
ond  visit  to  America,  he  fulfilled  the  prophecy 
that  he  would  “  lay  down  a  third  cable  of  inter¬ 
communication  and  alliance  between  the  Old 
World  and  the  New.” 

We  thank  Miss  Kate  Field  for  this  little  vol- 
nme,  and  we  shall  be  glad  to  meet  her  again.  For 
we  hail  her  book  as  a  generous  tribute  from  a 
large-hearteil  nation  to  the  genius  and  nobility 
of  nature  of  our  great  English  novelist ;  and 
although  in  such  a  work  there  is  but  little  scope 
for  the  display  of  originality,  we  think  that 
Miss  Field  gives  signal  proof  of  the  possession 
of  a  fund  of  humor  not  unmixed  with  pathos, 
which  we  shall  bo  glad  to  see  further  exercised ; 
and  we  thoroughly  agree  with  her  in  the  hope 
and  expectation  that  America  and  England  may 
long  continue  to  have  no  division  but  the  Atlan¬ 
tic  between  them. 


DOMESTIC  LIFE  IN  SCOTLAND. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  of  the  Scoaisk-AmTf- 
icon  Journal,  writing  of  a  visit  to  Scotland, 
•ays :  — 

Taking  a  general  survey  of  the  Old  Land, 
socially,  morally,  and  politically,  the  one  word 
which  would  seem  most  logically  to  cover  the 
whole  ground  is,  solidity.  Every  thing  is  solid, 
from  the  sole  of  a  shoe  to  the  leg  of  a  “  cutty- 
stool.”  Things  are  made  to  last,  and  there  is  a 
reality  and  intensity  alx)ut  the  whole  country 
and  its  surroundings  which  strikes  an  Ameri¬ 
can  as  remarkable  and  unfamiliar.  Sit  down, 
for  example,  at  a  Scotch  dinner-table.  The 
plates  are  hu^ ;  the  muckle  spunea  would 
frighten  the  dtunty  mouth  of  a  New-York  belle ; 
the  very  table  at  which  you  sit  and  the  chair 
Ton  sit  upon^  are  solid  as  a  rock.  Mark  the 
Droth;  why,  its  very  look  is  “stodgy.” 

The  houses  are  substantial,  and  furnished 
more  with  an  eye  to  comfort  than  to  show. 
You  find  dining-rooms  with  crimson  curtains, 
thick  carpets,  cosy  sofas,  and  the  walls  adorned 
with  pictures,  —  I  spink  now  of  the  houses  of 
the  middle  classes,  —  a  large,  perhaps  elegant 
sideboard,  suggestive  of  good  wines-  and  com- 
foriable  fare,  stands  at  one  end  of  the  .'ipsrtincnt, 
while  a  hospitable  looking  fire  bums  brightly 
in  the  open  grate.  You  do  not  dine  in  a  cellar’ 
with  four  bare  walls  and  a  cheerless  table.  The 
Scotch  peojde;  in  point  of  fact,  do  not  cram  all 
their  glories  into  one  gilded  saloon ;  they  dis¬ 
seminate  them  through  the  house,  and  they  are 
to  bo  found  in  the  bedrooms,  bathrooms,  and 


plumbing  arrangements,  down  to  the  minutest 
particular. 

With  regard  to  social  happiness,  it  appears  to 
me  that  the  Scotch  pi  ople  are  hatipier  in  their 
own  country  than  they  are  abroad,  for  the  rea¬ 
son  that  busine.ss  and  plea.sure  are  more  equally 
divided,  and  politics  do  not  permeate  so  com¬ 
pletely  the  social  system.  Social  pleasures 
there  arc,  more  indoors  than  out.  One  old 
friend  takes  his  dinner  with  another  old  friend ; 
they  speak  of  things,  of  people,  and  of  books. 
They  crack  jokes  and  tell  stories.  Dinner-par¬ 
ties  are  much  in  fashion  in  the  larger  cities,  but 
in  the  heart  of  the  country  the  old-fashioned  tea- 

S  still  b  held.  There  is  comfort  in  these 
h  tea-parties,  afrer  all.  The  cosy  room, 
the  closed  curtains,  the  open  fire,  the  hissing 
um,  the  pleasant  interchange  of  thought,  the 
music  in  the  drawing-room,  the  little  supper 
afterwards,  the  tumbler  of  toddy,  the  jokes 
of  the  old  folks,  the  flirtations  of  the  young 
ones  —  in  short,  hospitality  with  comfort.  Ido 
not  call  it  comfort  to  go  to  a  man’s  house  and 
sic  in  a  cold-rife  parlor  like  a  sentimental  owl  or 
a  stucco  image,  and  exhaust  one’s  conversation¬ 
al  protoplasm  on  ice-water  and  hot  air. 


AN  LMPERIAL  PRETENDER. 

A  RATHER  curious  .story  has  been  pub¬ 
lished  ,  ill  several  German  papers,  mm 
which  it  appears  there  is  a  new  pretender,  not 
indiHxi  to  the  throne  of  France,  but  at  least  to 
direct  and  legitimate  succession  to  one  who  has 
occupied  it.  The  following  version  is  from  the 
Crost; — A  reputed  son  of  the  DukeofRoich- 
Btadt,  the  issue  of  a  secret  marriage  with  a 
Hungarian  countess,  and  therefore  a  legitimate 
grand.son  of  Napoleon  I.,  has  lately  received 
some  slight  punisniiient  from  the  district  court  at 
Lscbl,  and  Men  expelled  the  country  for  having 
made  an  entry  in  his  so-called  “  wander-book,” 
which  is  a  kind  of  journeyman’s  passport.  He 
has  formerly  lived  for  several  years  at  VVurzen, 
in  the  kingdom  of  Saxony,  and  afrerwnrds  at 
Stuttgardt,  under  the  name  of  Carl  Gustave 
Ludwig,  as  a  journeyman  tailor,  and  has  dis¬ 
tinguished  himself  by  his  diligence,  skill  and 
modesty.  Nevertheless  he  has  always  asserted 
his  claim  to  the  name  and  title  of  Prince  Joseph 
Eugene  Napoleon  Bonaparte.  His  story  is 
that  the  Hungarian  countess,  his  mother,  had 
been  induced  by  Prince  Mctteriiich  to  appren¬ 
tice  him  to  a  tailor  in  Wurzen,  named  Ludwig, 
as  a  way  of  getting  rid  of  him,  and  had  then 
married  again  in  Saxony.  An  author  now  liv¬ 
ing  in  Leipsic,  bnt,formerl^Ja  Hungarian  olbccr, 
was  a  witness  to  the  marriage  of  the  Duke  of 
Reiclistadt,  and  would  supply  him  with  the 
means  to  compel  his  mother 'to  acknowledge 
him.  It  appears  that  some  story  of  a  secret 
marriage  of  the  Duke  of  Reiclistadt  did  really 
find  its  way  into  a  paper  of  the  time  in  ques¬ 
tion.  Since  leaving  Stuttgardt  he  has  trav¬ 
elled  through  Germany,  Switzerland,  and 
latterly  a  part  of  Amstria,  earning  his  livelihood 
as  a  tailor,  maintaining  his  claim  to  his  princely 
rank,  but  never  attempting  to  obtain  money  or 
credit  by  it.  Not  long  ago  he  again  appeared 
in  Stuttgardt,  and,  finding  that  his  conviction 
and  punishment  at  Ischl  had  been  mentioned 
in  the  papers  of  that  place,  he  published  an 
explanation  in  the  Burger  Zeitung  to  the  follow¬ 
ing  effect  :  He  states  that  he  had  not  been 
punished  for  claiming  his  name  and  title,  his 
right  to  which  the  court  at  I.'ichl  had  in  no  wise 
disputed,  but  merely  for  writing  it  of  his  own 
accord  in  his  passport  before  he  had  succeeded 
in  establishing  his  identity  b*‘fore  a  court  of  law. 
Not  only  does  the  reputed  prince  bear  a  remark¬ 
ably  good  character  for  his  steadiness  and  gen¬ 
eral  good  conduct,  but  he  also  produces  a  veiy 
favorable  impression  by  his  manners.  His 
family  likeness  to  the  Bonaparte  family  is  said 
to  be  extremely  striking. 


SALTING  A  BEAR. 

BEAR-HUNTING  is  not  always  the  pleas¬ 
antest  kind  of  amusement.  So  thinks  Mfr. 
Hamilton,  of  Missouri.  This  gentleman  shoul¬ 
dered  his  rifle  one  morning  and  went  into  the 
timber  abont  a  mile  off,  to  shoot  sqiiirrels.  At 
night  he  had  nut  returned,  nor  did  ne  make  his 
appearance  during  the  following  night.  As 
squirrels  are  not  apt  to  devour  a  man,  several 
neighbors  the  next  morning  went  in  search  of 
him.  Almut  three  o’clock  in  the  afternoon  they 
found  him  up  a  tree,  thirty  feet  from  the  ground, 
and  unable  to  extricate  himself.  He  said  that 
about  three  o’clock  the  previous  day  he  came 
across  a  large  black  bear  and  shot  at  him  but 
missed  him,  when  the  bear  made  for  him  with 
all  his  might.  He  ran,  and  finding  the  bear 
gaining  on  him,  he  threw  away  his  rifle  and 
dimbra  up  a  sycamore-tree,  with  the  bear  fol¬ 
lowing  rignt  at  his  heels.  The  top  of  this  tree 
had  b^  Droken  off,  and  was  hollow,  in  which 
hole  he  thrust  one  of  his  legs  to  keep  himself 
from  falling ;  but  he  soon  found  that  his  leg  was 
fast  when  he  tried  to  extricate  himself,  and  he 
could  not  draw  it  out.  The  bear  in  the  mean¬ 
time  had  tom  the  boot  ofi'  on  the  out.dde  and 
was  gnawing  and  eating  the  flesh  from  the  foot 
and  ankle.  Mr.  Hamilton  took  his  pocket- 
knife  out-and  cut  at  his  eyes,  but  with.  One 
sweep  of  liis  paw  the  bear  struck  the  knife  from 
his  hand,  with  a  part  of  two  of  his  fingers. 
rHe'conld'now  see  inrhelp,  and  gave  nip-  to  die, 
expecting  to  lie  eaten  up  alive  by  the  In’ast. 
But  soon  a  hajipy  thought  struck  him.  That 
morning  he  hiid  put  .some  salt  in  his  pocket  to 
salt  some  cattle  he  had  running  in  the  timber, 
which  providaitially  he  had  not  found.  Of 


this  he  took  a  small  handful  and  sprinkled  in 
the  bear’s  eyes.  It  had  the  desired  effect.  He 
shook  his  hi'ad,  growled  and  went  down.  He 
sixm,  however,  returned,  when  a  little  more  salt 
drove  him  away  the  second  time,  when,  to  Mr. 
Hamilton’s  inexpressible  delight,  he  now  saw 
him  trotting  off  into  the  forest.  And  now  Mr. 
Hamilton  advi.ses  all  hunters  in  Osage  County 
to  earry  a  pocketful  of  salt  with  them,  or  else 
to  be  sure  that  they  are  “  dead  shots,”  before 
they  practise  target-shooting  on  a  black  bear. 


A  SCENE  NOT  DOWN  IN  THE  BILLS. 

An  event  occurred  the  other  night  at  Pike’s 
Opera  House,  Cincinnati,  which  was  nut 
down  in  the  play-bills.  The  Wallack-Richings 
combination  was  performing  “  Rob  Roy.” 
“  The  play  had  progressed  as  usual,”  says  the 
Cincinnati  Fnirairer,  “to  the  point  where  Cfi/>- 
tain  Thornton  throws  down  the  sword,  draws  his 
pistol  and  shoots  The  iJougal.  The  latter  pre- 
timds  to  fall  dead,  but,  so  soon  as  the  gallant 
captain  turns  away,  jumps  np,  places  his  back 
against  that  of  the  officer,  seizes  his  arms, 
shoulders  him,  and  carries  him  off  a  prisoner, 
generally  getting  the  laugh.  The  Captain 
Thornton  (E.  S.  Russell)  of  yesterday,  in  attempt¬ 
ing  to  cock  the  pistol  with  both  hands,  dis¬ 
charged  the  weapon,  terribly  mangling  his  left 
hand.  He  turned  as  if  nothing  had  oappimed 
out  of  the  way,  and  went  to  the  usual  place, 
but  there  fell  fainting  from  pain.  The  Dougal 
(H.  C.  Curley)  dropped  at  the  report,  turned 
two  or  three  times  around  —  as  stage  traditions 
require  The  Dougal  Creature  to  do  — jumped 
up  and  went  for  his  prisoner,  whom  he  found 
lying  bleeding  and  senseless  at  the  wing.  The 
mimic  death  was  applauded.  ‘  Splendidly  done,’ 
said  ‘  the  doctor,^  who  sat  by  us.  ‘  Did  you 
notice  that  he  fired  directly  in  the  face  of  the 
orchestra  leader,’  said  we,  ‘  and  that  he  is  not 
np  in  the  business  of  the  part  V  Several  noticed 
this  much ;  no  one,  of  all  the  thousand  there,  any 
thing  more.  The  play  proceeded  to  its  close, 
some  one  taking  the  remainder  of  Russell’s  part. 
Few  imagined  that  when  Helen  McGregor  (Mrs. 
V.  H.  Cformon)  came  on  panting  as  from  the 
fight,  her  excitement  was  partly  caught  at  a 
couch  where  she  had  been  nastily  ministering 
to  a  pallid  sufferer,  and  round  which  were 
gathered  in  sympathy  the  entire  company,  even 
the  Red  McGregor  feeling  for  the  Saxon  captain, 
over  whose  couch  knelt  LH  Vernon.  A  surgeon 
was  hastily  sent  for,  and  Dr.  Johnson  amputated 
the  little  finger,  and  bound  up  the  nideous 
wound  within  hearing  of  the  applause  without 
—  an  applause  that  often  illustrates  well  the 
‘Arabian  Nights'  story  of  the  critics  who 
praised  the  statues  for  fidelity  to  nature,  and 
found  fault  with  the  real  men  petrified. 


THE  MAN  OF  DESTINY. 

Read  by  the  light  of  sutiseqaent  events,  the 
following  letter  from  the  ex-Emperor  to 
Lady  Blessington,  of  whose  coterie  he  formed  a 
memlier  in  the  brilliant  days  of  Gore  House,  is 
highly  interesting :  — 

“  I  will  not  give  you  an  account  of  all  I  have 
suffered.  Your  poetic  soul  and  noble  heart 
have  already  divined  all  the  cruel  circumstances 
of  a  position  where  defence  has  limits  impassa¬ 
ble,  and  justification  compulsory  reserve.  Un¬ 
der  such  circumstances,  the  only  consolation 
for  all  the  calamities  and  rigors  of  fate  is  to 
hear  from  the  depth  of  one’s  heart  an  absolv¬ 
ing  voice  ;  it  is  to  receive  testimonials  of  sym¬ 
pathy  from  those  rare  beings  who,  like  vou, 
madam,  are  distinguished  fiom  the  crowd  by 
tbe  elevation  of  their  sentiments,  and  who  do 
cot  depend  in  their  affections  and  their  judg¬ 
ment  upon  the  caprice  of  fortune  or  the  dLpen- 
sations  of  fate.  I  have  been  for  tbe  last  three 
months  in  the  fortress  of  Ham,  with  General 
Alontholon  and  Dr.  Conneau.  All  communi¬ 
cation  with  the  interior  is  forbidden.  No  one, 
as  yet,  has  been  able  to  obtain  permission  to 
come  and  see  me.  I  will  send  yon,  one  of  these 
days,  a  view  of  the  citadel  which  I  have  copied 
from  a  small  lithograph ;  for  you  may  be  well 
aware  that  1  know  nothing  of  the  fortress  as 
seen  from  without.  My  thoughts  often  pj 
back  to  the  spot  in  which  yon  dwell.  .  .  .  Still, 
I  have  no  desire  to  go  from  the  spot  where  I 
am ;  for  here  I  am  in  my  place.  With  the 
name  I  bear,  I  must  be  in  the  seclusion  of  a 
dungeon  or  in  the  brightness  of  power.  If 
you  will  deign  to  write  to  me  occasionally  of 
the  details  of  society  in  London,  and  of  a  coun¬ 
try  where  I  have  bean  but  too  happy  not  to 
love  it,  you  will  confer  on  me  a  great  pleasnre. 

NaroLEotf  Louis. 


M.  DE  GIRARDIN’S  IDEA. 

M  EMILE  DE  GIRARDIN,  who  used  at 
•  one  time  to  boast  that  he  had  "  an  idea 
per  day,”  has  lately  come  forward  with  an  idea, 
the  development  of  which  is  said  to  have  occu¬ 
pied  him  ten  years.  It  is  to  be  found  in  a  book 
which  he  has  lately  published  on  “  Punishment,” 
the  main  “  idea  ”  of  which  is  that  thcreshonid  be 
no  punishment  at  all  except  by  loss  of  reputation. 
But  how,  it  niay  be  a-sked,  is  the  said  “  loss  of 
reputation  ”  .to  bo.  .made  known  to  those  whom 
it  does  not  immediately  concern  1  M.  de  Girar- 
din  has,  of  course,  tliought  of  that  objection. 
■Passports -are-to  be  issued  and  to  be-madc,  as  it 
were,  inseparable  from  the  person.  These  pass¬ 
ports,  prcsenttible  evervwherc  on  demand,  are 
to  be  called  Acts  of  Life,  and  are  to  contain  im¬ 
portant  autobiographical  particulan  respecting 
the  bearer.  They  are  to  serve  at  once  as  cer¬ 


tificates  of  baptism,  of  marriage,  and  of  such 
dealings  as  the  beam  may  have  had  with  the 
criminal  authorities.  The  innocent  man  — 
that  is  to  say,  the  man  who  has  never  been 
found  guilty  by  a  criminal  court  —  ■will,  accord¬ 
ing  to  this  system,  earry  a  white  “  Act  of  Life ;  ” 
while  the  character  of  the  bad  or  convicted  man 
■will  be  inscribed  on  yellow  paper,  green  paper 
being  reserved  for  the  Life- Act  of  him  who  has 
sinned,  but  has  reprated  thereof,  and  given  ap¬ 
preciable  signs  of  improvement.  M.  de  Girar- 
din  believes  devoutly  in  the  yellow  passport,  the 
holder  of  which  would,  he  maintains,  find  him¬ 
self  condemned  to  live  exclusively  ■with  other 
holders  of  yellow  passports,  until,  at  last,  a 
number  of  yellow  passport-holders,  finding 
their  position  in  their  own  and  neighboring 
countries  intolerable,  would  emigrate  in  a  body 
to  some  distant  land,  where  yellow  passports 
would  be  unkno^wn.  In  short,  “  self-transpor¬ 
tation  through  shame  ”  is  the  ideal  punishment 
contemplated  by  tins  fantastic  legislator. 


Alt  Historical  Relic.  —  'There  is  in  the 
County  of  Prince  Edward,  North  Carolina, 
says  the  Wilmington  Star,  a  very  remarkable 
relic  of  the  early  colonial  times.  It  is  a  Span¬ 
ish  musket,  seven  feet  six  inches  long,  and  of 
large  calibre.  It  b  in  the  rossession  of  we  surviv¬ 
ing  children  of  the  late  Colonel  Charles  Wood- 
son,  and  has  remained  in  the  family  for  more 
than  two  centuries.  The  history  of  the  “  long 
gun,”  as  it  U  called,  b  as  follows:  At  the 
time  of  the  second  massacre  of  the  colonists  by 
the  Indians,  Dr.  John  Woodson,  one  of  the  an¬ 
cestors  of  the  family,  was  killed  by  a  party  of 
savages  as  he  was  returning  from  a  vbit  to  one 
of  ^  patients.  The  Indians  then  proceeded 
toward  the  dwelling-house,  which  was  barred 
to  prevent  their  entrance. 

'There  was  a  shoemaker  present  by  the  name 
of  Ligon  who,  with  thb  gun,  fired  at  the  enemy 
as  they  approached,  and  killed  three  of  them. 
The  residue  attack^  the  house  and  endeavored 
to  force  an  entrance.  One  of  these,  having 
entered  through  an  aperture  in  the  wall,  was 
run  through  the  body  with  a  roasting-spit  in 
the  hands  of  Dr.  Wocldson’s  wife ;  another  was 
scalded  to  death  with  hot  water  as  he  came 
down  the  chimney.  The  savages  then  beat  a 
retreat,  but  in  the  meantime  tbe  gun  had  lieen 
reload^,  and  two  more  of  the  band  were  killed 
as  they  wen  retreating. 


A  CHARACTERISTIC  Story  of  King  Victor 
Emmanuel  b  related  by  M.  d’Ideville,  fonnerly 
French  chargi  (T affaires  at  Turin,  in  his  diary 
now  in  course  of  publication  in  the  Journal  de 
Paris.  The  King,  having  received  a  letter 
from  Napoleon  III.,  in  which  the  latter  revoked 
certain  promises  he  had  made  to  him  on  a  for¬ 
mer  occasion,  was  furious,  and  took  the  first 
opportunity  of  venting  his  anger  on  the  Empe¬ 
ror’s  representative.  At  the  next  court  ball  he 
summoned  Prince  Latour  d’Auvergne  to  hb 
presence  in  a  private  room,  and  addressed  him 
in  these  words ;  “  After  all,  what  b  this  Em¬ 
peror  of  voura  1  the  last  comer  among  the  Eu¬ 
ropean  Sovereigns  —  an  intruder  and  a  parve¬ 
nu.  Let  him  remember  what  he  b,  and  what 
lam  —  I,  the  head  of  the  first  and  oldest  Royal 
dynasty  that  now  reigns  in  Europe.”  Prince 
Latour  listened  to  thb  outburst  with  as  much 
calmness  as  he  could  command,  and  then  ob¬ 
served,  “  Sire,  you  will  permit  me  not  to  have 
heard  a  single  word  that  yon  have  spoken.” 
The  King  said  nothing  and  turned  away.  In 
the  course  of  the  evening,  however,  he  came 
again  to  the  Prince,  and  tapping  him  familiar¬ 
ly  on  the  shoulder,  whisper^  in  hb  ear  with  a 
smile,  “  You  need  not  report  our  conversation 
of  to4ay  to  Paris,  eher  prince.  Besides,  you 
told  me  yourself  that  you  did  not  hear  what  I 
said." 


The  Russian  army,  though  by  Sir  the  strong¬ 
est  of  European  armies  in  point  of  regiments, 
is  only  prospectively  so  in  point  of  men.  In 
case  of  war  no  more  than  783,000  men,  with 
1,572  guns,  could,  according  to  present  arrange¬ 
ments,  be  concentrated  on  Uie  western  frontier. 
As  a  considerable  portion  of  these  would  be  re¬ 
quired  for  garrison  duty  and  frontier  service, 
no  more  than  from  500,000  to  600,000  would 
remain  available  for  campaign  service.  As 
Germany  has  a  million  of  men  at  the  lowest, 
Austria '800,000,  and  Turkey  700,000,  that  is 
by  no  means  a  formidable  force  for  so  colossal 
ah  empire.  The  defect  ■will,  however,  be  reme¬ 
died,  and  a  just  proportion  between  area  and 
army  established,  by  the  army  reorganization 
sanctioned  last  year  and  now  in  progress.  By 
thb  means  the  regular  available  army  will  m 
soon  increased  to  1,234,460  men,  with  2,488 
guns,  exclusive  of  fortress  and  depot  garrisons, 
marching  detachments  to  relieve  the  active 
troops  and  the  whole  army  of  the  Caucasus. 
'The  marching  detachments  are  calculated  at 
255,000  men,  the  remaindw  of  the  army  at 
1,603,000  iqra,  and  the  militia  and  reserves 
available  in  time  of  war  vould  swell  thb  force 
to  the  colossal  number  of  3,500,000. 


The  State  Capitol  at  Sacramento,  Cal.,  has 
lately  been  fonnally  completed  by  placing  on 
the  summit  of  the  lantern  on  the  cupola  a  cop- 
p*r  globe,  gold  plated.  'This  ornament  is  a 
conspicuous  object  for  many  miles  around,  as  it 
is  biirnbhed  and  stands  three  hundred  and 
twenty-five  feet  above  the  ground.  The  gold 
on  the  globe  was  made  from  three  hundred  dol- 
laia  in  coin. 
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IN  SIB  RUPERT’S  ROOM. 

L 

I  FELT  so  young  *nd  inexpx'rienced  to  enter 
on  an  engagement  of  trust  and  responsihiiity, 
such  as  I  knew  that  of  a  governess  to  he,  that 
when  I  drove  to  niy  first  situation  I  saw  nothing 
of  the  beauty  which  surrounded  me.  I  went 
throi^h  the  widt^preading  park,  and  saw 
nothing  of  the  rich  vast  extent  of  green,  of  its 
silvery  gleaming  waters,  of  its  giant  .spring- 
clad  trees.  I  could  only  sit  quite  still  in  the 
comer  of  the  long  luxurious  carriage,  and  clasp 
my  hands,  and  cry  in  my  heart  that  I  would 
try  with  till  my  might  to  make  mv  pupil  love 
me,  and  to  do  well  whatever  I  should  have  to  do. 
And  when  Crayden  Abbey  came  in  sight  at 
last,  I  looked  upon  its  thick  red  walL  and 
Liavy  stacks  of  cnimnej's,  thinking  in  a  vague 
and  dreamy  way,  that  it  was  a  very  graud  old 
place;  but  still  woudering  above  all,  would  my 
pupil  love  me  1  Could  I  do  all  that  1  ought 
to  dot 

In  a  long  oak-wainscoted  room,  with  four 
ntirrow  stone-raullioued  windows  down  one 
ride,  I  sat.  after  my  solitary  tea,  waiting  for 
the  promised  visit  from  my  pupil.  I  had  w'aited 
for  a  con.siderable  time,  when  Lady  Hurst 
bi-onght  her  in  to  me. 

And  such  a  winsome  child  she  was  I  Ah, 
little  l>olly,  ’tis  twenty  long,  long  years  since 
you  came' in  to  me  that  night,  and,  leaving 
your  mother’s  side,  threw  two  little  arms  about 
my  neck,  and  prewed  two  warm  red  lips  uiion 
my  own ;  but  from  that  moment,  I,  who  nad 
been  feeling  so  inexpressibly  lonely  in  the  big 
strange  house  uutil  yon  came,  took  your  little 
image  into  the  inmost  depths  of  ray  heart ;  and 
through  tliose  twenty  years  it  has  fain  there  un- 
disturiicd,  loved  and  cherished  always,  with  a 
more  sacred,  if  a  sadder  love,  dear,  than  could 
h.ive  been  if  you  were  now  a  happy  and  a  beau¬ 
tiful  young  mother  in  your  turn. 

“  This  is  Dolly,  Miss  May,”  said  Lady  Hurst, 
laying  her  white  ringed  hand  with  inefiable 
tenderness  on  the  ehihl’s  bright  hair,  which  fell 
to  her  waist  in  rich,  wide,  natural  waves  — ”  This 
is  Dolly;  and  I  would  not  let  her  come  before, 
K-cause  I  knew  you  would  have  no  rest  after  her 
coming,  and  therefore  your  only  clianee  was  to 
take  it  belbrc.” 

She  left  Dolly  with  me  then,  and  went  to 
dinner ;  but  later,  when  the  child  w;is  gone  to 
bed,  she  came  in  again,  and  sat  down  before 
the  fire,  telling  me  a:l  I  should  be  exjieeted  to 
do  in  my  new  position,  and  speaking  kind  and 
encouraging  words  to  me.  We  talked  a  long 
time  of  my  little  pupil ;  and  the  mother’s  voice, 
naturally  r.ither  chill  and  haughty,  thrilleii 
with  unutterable  pride  and  tenderness.  And 
while  I  watched  the  firelight  play  upon  her 
rich  dress  and  gleaming  jewels,  I  wondered 
many  things  about  this  mother’s  life,  so  wrapt 
and  folded  was  it  round  her  youngest  child. 

“Perhaps  Dolly  m.ay  be  a  little  too  much 
indulged  among  us  all,”  she  ended,  smiling  a 
contradiction  of  her  words ;  “  but  I  hope  not ; 
though  being  our  only  little  girl,  and  several 
years  younger  than  her  brothers,  and  the  only 
one  always  at  home  with  ns,  she  is  perhaps 
more  thought  of.  Besides  which,  she  is  such  a 
little  wiuiung  thing,  and  such  a  pet  with  ns  all. 
I  fear  that  her  father  is  really  inclined  to  spoil 
her.  His  loving  indulgence  would  be  danger¬ 
ous  for  another  child ;  but  I  hope  it  will  do 
Dolly  no  harm.” 

T^e  voice  was  so  very  content,  so  very  con¬ 
fident,  that  I  could  not  help  smiling  too. 

“  My  reason  for  wishing  for  so  young  a  gov¬ 
erness,”  resumed  Lady  Hurst,  “  was  this  :  I 
want  you  sometimes  kindl  v  to  join  in  the  child’s 
play,  as  there  are  tew  children  near  us  of  her 
age  and  position.  I  am  sure  that  you  will  some¬ 
times  amuse  as  well  as  iustruct  your  little  pupil ; 
and  1  hope  we  shall  be  able  to  make  you  nappy 
in  your  new  home.” 

Need  I  tell  how  gladly  I  promised  to  do  so, 
or  how  grateful  I  felt  that  night,  as  I  stood  at 
one  of  my  narrow,  deep-set  windows,  looking 
over  the  wide,  fair,  moonlit  park,  and  thinking 
how  kind  had  been  my  reception,  and  how  truly 
and  dcMfly  1  could  love  my  little  pupil  1 

“  1  will  take  you  over  the  house  now.  Miss 
May,  if  you  would  like,”  said  Dolly,  after 
breakfast  next  morning,  in  her  quaint  little 
half-shv,  half-patronising  way.  “  W oiild  you  *  ” 
I  told  her  1  should  like  it  very  much ;  and 
we  went  together,  sometimes  walking,  some¬ 
times  running  along  the  intricate,  endless-seem¬ 
ing  passages,  and  in  and  out  of  the  high,  richly- 
fumished  rooms ;  and  Dolly  told  me  what  they 
were  called,  and  who  occupied  them,  and  the 
history  of  many  a  rare  and  valuable  cariosity. 
What  a  grand  old  house  it  was  I  I  felt  as  if  I 
never  should  be  able  to  venture  alone  about  it. 
I  knew  that  if  Dolly  had  not  been  with  me 
then,  I  should  have  lost  myself  irrecoverably. 
Even  when  the  only  darted  on  before  me  into 
one  of  the  rooms,  or  np  one  of  the  staircases,  I 
felt  so  bewildered,  that  I  hastened  after  her  lest 
I  should  lose  sight  of  my  little  guide. 

Shall  we  go  on  to  the  unused  part.  Miss 
Mayt”  she  asked,  her  light  feet  dancing  at  my 
tide ;  **  or  shall  yon  be  frightened  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  think  1  shall  be  lri:;htennd  in  this 
very  clear  daylight,  Dolly,”  I  s  lid,  with  great 
apparent  deliberation.  “  Ate  there  gho-tsabout, 
then  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  pb-nty  of  ghosts,”  she  laughed  softly, 
“  plenty.  But  we’ll  go  on,  as  vou  .‘-ay  so.  Wc’ll 
go  into  Sir  Riipcit's  room,  ^ss  May  —  shall 
we  ?  ” 

“Oh,  yes,”  I  said  readily;  “which  is  Sir 

Baf  SSI’s  meat  1 " 


“  I’ll  show  you,”  rejoined  Dolly,  a  little 
gravely  ;  “  we  shall  come  to  it  prosently.” 

We  turned  into  a  long  arched  corridor,  light¬ 
ed  by  small  high  windows,  round  which  the  ivy 
grew  so  thick  that,  though  it  was  carefully  cut. 
Its  depth,  sh.adowing  the  narrow  windows, 
made  tne  noonday  light  in  there  a  rather  heavy 
and  opprc.-isivc  gloom. 

“  There  are  no  inhabited  rooms  down  here,” 
Dollv  said;  “and  no  one  comes  here  except 
Sir  liupert’s  ghost,  as  the  hot's  say.  But,  of 
course,  we  doirt  believe  that  sort  of  thing,  do 
we  1  ” 

“  Only  as  the  boys’  joke,”  I  an.swercd  prompt¬ 
ly,  having  a  firm  conviction  that  governesses 
ought  not  to  allow  their  pupils  to  encourage  a 
belief  in  ghosts. 

“  No ;  of  course,  there  are  no  ghosts  really,” 
said  Dolly,  with  a  little  bit  of  awe  in  her  lus¬ 
trous  eyes.  “  Yet,  do  you  know  that  none  of 
the  servants  will  pass  ths  end  of  this  corridor 
after  dark  1  ” 

“  Very  silly  of  them,”  I  put  in  conclusively. 

“  Yes,  it  is  .siUy,”  replied  Dolly  thoughtfully ; 
“and  yet,  do  j'ou  know,  Mi.-a  May,  I  was 
frightened  too,  a  good  wliile  ago  7  ” 

“  Were  you  really  ?  ”  I  inquired,  gazing  with 
feigned  astonishment  into  the  beautiful  little  up¬ 
turned  face. 

“  Yes,  I  was  indeed.  I  never  liked  to  come 
anywhere  near  here  except  in  broad  daylight, 
and  w'iiii  someliody.  But  Hugh  and  Harry 
laughed  at  mo,  so  I  left  it  off.  But  I  can  never 
h  ave  off  believing  one  thing.  Sometimes,  Miss 
May,  I’ve  heard  —  noises  in  Sir  Kuport’s  room  ; 
and  though  the  boys  laugh  more  than  ever  at 
that,  and  sav  it  is  tny  fancy,  I  know  it  isn't. 
I  couldn’t  uncy  odd  noisc.s  such  as  I  never 
heard  before,  could  I,  Miss  May  ?  ” 

“  You  might  change  natural  and  innocent 
sounds,  by  your  fancy,  into  mysterious  ones, 
dear,”  1  said,  dropping  the  subject.  “  Is  this 
Sir  Rupert’s  room,  then  1  ” 

We  were  entering  a  large,  very  dimly-lighted 
chamber,  with  a  high  dark  wainscot,  from  the 
rich  carving  of  which  hung  heavy  cobwebs, 
stretching  from  group  to  group  of  fruit  and 
leaves  and  flowers ;  while  the  delicate  moulding 
between  was  lost  and  buried  in  the  undisturbed 
dust  of  many  years.  A  grand  old  oaken  b<‘d 
stood  opposite  us ;  but  the  hangings  were  moth- 
eaten  and  colorles.s,  like  the  soft  dust-laden  car¬ 
pet,  over  which  the  child  stepjied  lightly  and 
unwillingly,  holding  my  h.md  ail  the  time,  and 
pulling  me  on  when  I  wanted  to  stop  and  look 
at  the  curious  and  beautiful  workmanship 
around  me. 

“  Come,”  she  whispered ;  “  don’t  stand  just 
here  among  the  —  stains.” 

“  Let  ns  sit  down,  then,”  I  said,  “  in  this 
deep  window-seat,  and  you  will  tell  me  why 
this  is  called  Sir  Uu]K'rt’s  room.” 

“  This  is  the  worst  place  of  all  to  sit  in.  But 
never  mind,  if  you  like  it,”  said  Dolly  with  an 
odd  little  attempt  at  fearlessness.  “  Are  we  to 
sit  on  this  great  cushion  1  The  moths  are  eat¬ 
ing  it  quickly,  aren’t  they  1  Oh,  1  haven’t  been 
in  here  before  for  such  a  ti'me ;  and  —  and  1  think 
we  won’t  mind  going  into  the  inner  room  to-day, 
will  we  1  ” 

“  I  think  we  have  seen  quite  enough  for  one 
day,”  I  answered,  seeing  she  was  anxious  for 
that  reply.  “  Which  is  the  inner  room  7  Is 
that  great  door  the  entrance  to  it  1  ” 

“  'Yes.  In  there  is  a  kind  of  dark  closet,  and 
when  you  are  inside  you  can  pull  a  handle,  and 
the  wainscot  on  this  side  slides  over  the  door  and 
hides  it  entirely.  But  papa  says  the  machinerv 
is  all  rusty  now,  and  will  not  move.  That's 
the  key  of  the  door  iianging  up  beside  it ;  but 
papa  goes  in  sometimes,  so  that  isn’t  rusty.  •  I 
don’t  think  there’s  any  thing  inside  except  all 
the  big  old  pictures  out  of  this  room  piled 
against  the  wril  there.” 

“  I  sec,  dear ;  and  who  was  Sir  Rupert  7  ” 

“  Oh,  I’ll  tell  yon  all  the  story  if  you  like,” 
said  Dolly,  in  a  low,  serious  voice,  as  she  nestled 
beside  me  on  the  deep  window-seat  in  the  gloomy 
room.  “  This  house,  jou  knew,  Miss  May, 
was  Quite  old  in  those  times  when  King  Charles 
was  fighting  against  his  people,  and  bit  people 
fighting  against  him ;  and  my  great-great-great- 
grandfather  was  one  of  those  pwple  who  ”  — 
here  the  little  lips  new  rather  tight  and  stern 

—  “went  gainst  ^  king.  He  ought  not  to 
have  been  living  in  this  house  really,  because 
Sir  Rupert  was  the  oldest  brother;  but  Sir 
Rupert  Hadn’t  any  wife  or  children,  and  didn’t 
care  to  live  any  where  particularly,  but  liked 
to  go  aliout  with  the  king  and  the  soldicre ; 

—  of  course  he  fought  on  the  right  side  —  so  he 
■old  this  abbey  to  his  brother,  who  hod  it  full 
of  servants  and  people  that  were  ail  Puritans. 
Then  there  was  that  terrible  battle,  you  know, 
when  King  Charles  was  beaten,  and  all  the 
Cavaliers  ^  to  hideaway  wherever  they  could. 
And  late  that  night  my  great-great-great-grand- 
fiather  opened  the  window,  and  let  poor  Sir 
Rupert  creep  into  the  house  to  find  a  shelter. 
They  were  on  different  sides,  yon  see,  abont 
Oliver  Cromwell  and  King  Cmarles,  but  of 
course  they  loved  each  other  because  they  were 
brothers,  —  though  papa  says  all  brothers  didn’t 
love  eai'h  other  in  iho.se  days,  —  and  Mr.  Hurst 
brought  Sir  Rupert  up  hero,  and  bro<nr!it  him 
nice  things  to  eat  and  drink,  and  novel  'otil 
any  on*.  He  locked  that  outer  door  upon  him, 
anil  felt  hs  was  quite  safe  iiere ;  but  if  he  heard 
any  alarm,  lie  whs  to  keep  in  the  little  room, 
and  slide  back  tbe  panel.  Of  course  |ioor  Sir 
Rupert  felt  himself  sale  iu  his  brotlier’s  bouse, 
ana  used  te  come  out  of  ids  closet  a  good  deal, 
and  walk  about  here.  But  one  evening,  jnst  ■■ 


he  was  coming  out  to  brcHthe  a  little  fre.ih  air, 
he  saw  a  man,  a  horrible  Puritan  servant  with 
sliort  li.tir,  jump  iu  softly  from  the  window-sill, 
and  stand  there,  and  tell  him  Cromwell's  sol¬ 
diers  were  behind.  Sir  Rupert  knew  that  the 
man  who  had  betrayed  him  was  one  of  his 
brother’s  servants;  he  knew  his  brother  couldn’t 
fight  against  his  own  side,  even  for  him ;  and 
he  know  that  he  couldn’t  kill  a  whole  troop. 
So  he  —  he  just  raised  his  pi.stol,  Miss  May,  and 
shot  the  man  dead  on  —  on  that  very  spot  at 
our  feet  where  the  stain  is ;  for  he  had  never 
ventured  to  go  farther  in,  after  he  h  vd  seen  Sir 
Rupert’s  figure  in  the  doorway.  Do  you  know 
th.at  these  rooms  are  so  far  away  from  the  cheer¬ 
ful  part  of  the  liouse,  and  tne  walls  are  so 
thick,  that  noliody  hoard  the  shot,  and  Sir  Ru- 
pt'i-t  was  standing  quite  still  there,  and  the  dead 
man  was  lying  quite  siill  here,  when  Mr.  Hurst 
came  in  on  one  of  his  visits.  They  had  not  said 
one  word  to  each  other ;  but  one  brother  was  hold¬ 
ing  out  his  hand  sorrowfully,  and  the  other  was 
holding  his  forgivingly  —  and  Imtli  were  very, 
very  —  when  a  crowd  of  soldiers  followed 
their  guide  through  this  window.  Oh,  .Miss 
M.iy,  mustn’t  it  have  been  a  dreadful,  dreadful 
eight,  especially  to  Mr.  Ilurst,  who  knew  lie 
couldn’t  prevent  them  taking  his  brother?  But 
they  -  did  not  take  him.  Miss  May,  after  all. 
There  was  a  terrible  fight  here  —  here  on  this 
very  floor — and  they  left  Sir  Rupert  dead  in 
the  doorway,  just  where  he  had  bi-en  all  the 
time.  Certainly  it  was  his  own  fault  that  he 
was  killed,  ai  he  wouldn’t  let  them  take  him 
alive,  and  he  had  firt'd  the  first  shot  too  ;  but  it 
was  a  shameful  thing  for  so  many  to  fight 
against  one.  Before  he  died  ho  had  killed  t'vo 
of  them,  Miss  May  —  two  more  liesiJes  his 
brother’s  servant.  Now  you  know  why  tbe 
carpet  is  so  stained.  Oh,  isn’t  it  a  terrible 
story  7  And  it  is  that  very  fight  that  I  can 
sometimes  hear  —  sculHing  and  struggling  — 
and,  oh,  all  so  distinct.  Let  us  go  now ;  snail 
we  7  ” 

I  saw  that  the  child  had  wrought  herself  in¬ 
to  a  paiiiliil  state  of  excitement  in  telling  the 
story  ;  and  so,  while  I  soothed  and  quieted  her, 
we  left  the  room  together. 

11. 

The  months  passed  so  smoothly,  pleasantly, 
and  uneventfully  in  iny  new  iiomc,  inat  Christ¬ 
mas  Si-ctned  to  come  upoji  me  almost  unawares. 
I  was  very  happy,  in  sjiite  of  that  lonely-heart- 
ednras,  which  is  always,  1  think,  inseparable 
from  a  governess’s  life ;  and  I  loved  iny  little 
pupil  so  dearly,  that,  even  if  1  had  had  a  li.ajipy 
lionia  to  go  to  for  that  hapjiy  time,  I  could 
hardly  have  borne  to  leave  her.  Hugh  and 
Harry  were  at  the  Abbey  now  for  their  Christ¬ 
mas  vacation,  and  they  and  Dolly  and  1  had 
grown  to  be  very  finn  and  tnerry  friends  togeth¬ 
er.  They  were  bold,  daring  boys,  pleasant  and 
good-natured;  but  I  never  wondered  that  the 
gentle,  brilliant,  beautiful  child,  my  little  one, 
should  be  the  idol  of  the  house.  Day  by  dav 
she  seemed  to  grow  dce)ier  and  deeper  into  all 
our  hearts  —  if  she  jiossihly  could  grow  deeper 
into  her  motlier’s  than  she  must  have  been  from 
her  birth.  I  used  to  notice,  even  with  a  trem¬ 
bling  fear,  how  that  mother’s  calm  face  would 
brighten  \vith  a  wonderful  warm  light  at  only 
the  distant  sound  of  the  light  step  or  gleeful 
voice,  and  how  Sir  Hughes  rapid,  impetuous 
tones  would  soften  tenderly,  and  his  quick  eyes 
fill  with  a  deep  and  quiet  love,  at  touch  of  the 
tiny  caressing  fingers. 

Great  days  there  were  at  Crayden  Abbey 
through  that  Christmas  time,  and  at  all  the 
other  great  houses  within  reach  of  us,  where 
there  were  children  to  come  home  and  to  be  en¬ 
tertained.  And  at  all  these  parties  I  was  proud 
and  glad  to  sea  how  niy  little  one,  in  her  radiant 
childish  beauty,  reigned  a  fairy  queim  amoug 
other  children.  What  her  mother  felt,  seeing 
this,  I  could  often  guess  —  guess  sometimes 
with  a  pang  of  bitter  pain. 

Of  course  there  were  many  nights  that  wintef- 
time  when  Sir  Hugh  and  L^y  Hurst  went  out 
alone,  and  the  boys  and  Dolly  and  I  had  the 
big  old  house  to  ourselves.  A  merry,  noisy, 
echoing  place  we  made  of  it  then,  you  may  be 
sure. 

On  tbu  night  that  1  am  going  to  tell  of,  Sir 
Hugh  and  Lady  Hurst  were  to  dine  at  a  dis¬ 
tance  —  so  far  oft'  that  they  started  quite  early 
in  the  afternoon.  Dolly  stood  in  tlie  hall,  talk¬ 
ing  to  her  father  and  me,  while  we  waited  for 
Lady  Hurst  to  come  dowu  stairs. 

“  Take  care  of  your  little  sister,  my  lads,” 
said  Sir  Hugh,  as  the  lioys  dashed  in  and  pull¬ 
ed  up  suddenly,  for  they  still  stood  in  a  iitile 
whoteKome  awe  of  their  father ;  “  and  take  care 
of  Miss  May  too;  ami  enjoy  yourselves  as 
moch  as  you  can ;  and  don’t  expect  as  till  yoa 
see  us,  for  our  coming  home  appears  to  me  ex¬ 
tremely  uncertain.  Here’s  mamma;  another 
kiss,  my  iieauty.” 

This  wur  to  Dolly,  who  sprang  into  his  arms, 
and  laid  her  *ittle  bright  head  upon  his  shoulder. 

“  Good-by,  papa;  Pll  taka  care  of  them  all.” 

This  was  one  of  Dolly's  favorite  jokes,  and 
we  always  lau.hed  at  it,  just  as  if  we  bad  never 
heard  it  before. 

“That’s  right,  dear.  Now  1  shall  kiiowthev 
are  all  safe,”  said  iSir  Hugh,  iiis  tnii  a 
smite' that  wa'i  good'to' seer ws  he 
little  -heck  avuinit  hi.s  own!  “Gooilbj.  .ly 
iren-iure '  Gootl-by,.  my  bi-st  little  treasure 

Lady  Huisl  Inwii  the  hroad  o.ik  stairs 

holding  up  her  wlii.»  civet  skirt  iu  one  hand, 
and  a  rare  and  briiiiani.  ‘.K)iii|oec  in  tlie  other. 
Dolly  hod  taken  her  fur  cloak  fititii  tbe  maid, 
and  now  came  forward  with  it.  .Bhv  when  ehe 


held  it  up,  daintily  and  demurely,  her  mother 
dropped  the  frail  flowers  and  the  rich  white 
dress,  and  kneeling  down  u|)on  it  on  the  mar¬ 
ble  payeineiit,  to  bring  her  lace  on  a  level  with 
the  child’s,  cl.'ispcd  her  closely  to  her. 

“  Dolly,  darling,  the  little  anus  arc  too  short 
yet ;  put  tlicm  round  mother’s  neck  instead.” 

As  she  knelt  so,  the  child  fast  in  her  embrace, 
the  flowers  crashed  and  unheeded  at  her  feet, 
the  father  looking  down  upon  them  both  with  a 
curious,  glad  pride  and  tenderness,  a  strange, 
ineomprehensihic  fear  stole  over  mo ;  a  fear  of 
their  leaving  me  alone  with  the  care  of  their 
darling;  and  for  a  minute  the  responsibility 
set'iiietl  greater  than  1  could  bear.  Only  Ibr 
that  minute  did  I  feel  it,  though.  When  we 
all  stood  together  to  watch  the  carriage  out  of 
sight,  wo  were  the  gayest  little  party  possible. 

“Miss  May,  will  you  consent  to  hide-aiid- 
srek  7  ”  a>kcd  Hugh,  bt'giiining  at  once  to  follow 
his  father’s  advice,  and  enjoy  himself, 

“  Yes,  willingly ;  if  Dolly  and  Harry  like 
it.” 

“  Oh,  yes,  we  like  it  1  ”  they  both  cried  at 
once  ;  and  I  said  we  would  begin  at  once,  as  it 
would  not  be  light  very  long,  and  then  we 
could  play  firelight  games  in  the  schoolroom. 

They  answered  delightedly,  and  we  raced 
each  other  along  the  passages,  while  the  echo 
of  our  rapid  footsteps  and  our  laughter  went 
before. 

It  was.a  grand  house  for  hidc-and-seck  ;  and 
I  eiijoved  the  game  as  thoroughly  as  the  chil¬ 
dren  did. 

“Just  one  more  find, — just  one  more,  please. 
Miss  May,”  pleaded  Dolly,  wlicn  I,  feeling  the 
short  winter  afternoon  was  drawing  in,  pro¬ 
posed  to  change  the  game.  “  I  have  a  plan, 
and  I  want  jnst  one  more  hide,  please,’*  she 
wont  on,  her  little  feet  dancing,  ns  they  always 
did  when  she  was  earmst  and  excited  : .“  1  have 
a  plan  ;  just  one  more  hide,  please.  Hugh,  it’s 
your  turn  to  seek.” 

She  watched  Hugh  out  of  sight  with  impa¬ 
tient  cv«,  then  she  wliisjicred  her  plan  : 

“  Miss  May,  you  and  I  will  hide  in  Sir  Ru- 

rt’s  room.  Hugh  will  never,  never  guess  it ; 

cause  —  because  he  knows  I’m  a  little  bit 
frightened  of  being  there  —  at  least,  that  I  used 
to  be.  So  he  will  never  look  there,  and  never 
find  ns  —  never,  and  our  side  will  win.  Would 
you  mind,  though  7  ” 

I  mind  if  she  did  not  I 

“Then  come  now,  quick.  Harry  will  lock 
us  in,  won’t  you,  Harry?  and  hang  the  key  up 
again  where  it  is  now ;  then  hide  yourself  some¬ 
where,  as  far  away  as  po.ssible.  Oh,  what  a 
good  thought  it  is !  Hugh  never  will  guess.” 

The  light  feet  nan  down  the  gloomv,  darken¬ 
ing  corridor,  I  following  closely,  for  j)olly  had 
fast  hold  of  ni^  dress  all  the  time.  We  went 
gaily  together  into  the  great  high  room,  walk¬ 
ing  heedlessly  over  those  faded  stains  on  the 
colorless  carpet.  When  Harry  took  down  the 
key,  and  I  saw  how  large  and  m;i8sivo  it  was, 
an  odd  little  shudder  crept  over  me ;  but  btdbro 
I  could  speak,  he  had  opened  the  door,  and 
Dollv,  half  curiously,  half  timidly,  stepped  in, 
still  holding  me  so  that  I  could  not  but  follow 
immediately.  Harry  hung  the  key  upon  its 
hook  again,  an<l  then  ran  off. 

Dolly  still  held  me  in  the  darkness,  and  I 
was  very  glad.  I  felt  almost  afraid  of  her  pass¬ 
ing  from  ray  touch,  as  well  as  from  my  sight. 
Presently  we  grew  accustomed  to  the  blackness; 
and  Dolly  even  whispered,  laughing  softly,  that 
it  would  be  greater  fun  still,  if  we  could  slide 
the  panel  back,  so  that  neither  Hugh  nor  Harry 
could  find  us.  For  my  own  part,  1  felt  relieved 
that  we  could  not ;  and  I  said  I  fancied  Hugh 
would  hardly  be  able  to  find  us  as  it  was. 

“  I  don’t  really  think  he  will,”  cried  Dolly 
in  her  gleeful  voice.  “I  don’t  seem  a  bit  afraid 
now,  do  you  ?  ” 

“No;  but  I  want  to  feel  what  the  place  is 
like.  Let  me  go  a  moment,  pet.” 

But  when  I  moved  my  hand  along  the  walls, 
I  felt  nothing  but  dust  and  cobwebs,  until  it 
came  against  the  pile  of  old  pictures  propiied 
there.  l)olly.’s  groping  fingers  had  just  seized 
mine  again,  when  we  could  hear  the  noisy  open¬ 
ing  of  the  door  at  the  other  end  of  the  long 
outer  room,  and  wc  guessed  rightly  that  Harry 
was  found,  and  that  Hugh  had  a  good  idea  of 
our  hiding-place. 

“  Stop,  stop  a  moment !  ”  exclaimed  Dollv, 
in  an  excited  whisper ;  '*  I'll  go  behind  the  big 
pictures.  I  won’t  mind  the  dirt.” 

Before  I  had  time  to  stop  her  or  help  her,  she 
was,  I  Bupjiose,  safely  Itiddeti  under  tlie  boards 
and  canvas,  for  her  voice  had  a  half-inutlled 
sound  .when  she  told  me  she  was  “  all  right 
now.” 

At  that  instant  I  heard  the  key  pnt  into  the 
lock,  and  through  •  the  open  doorway  came  a 
little  light  at  last. 

"  Miss  May,  I  declare  1  ”  shouted  Hugh,  pull¬ 
ing  me  triumphautly  from  the  narrow  room. 
“Now,  where's  Dolly?  Not  far  off,  I’ll  be 
bound.” 

He  was  jnst  going  back  to  seek  Dolly,  when 
Harry  fipieesing  her  stratawm,  and,  pleased  to 
delay  ms  brother’s  triuin]m,  pulled  liini  back, 
tamed  the  key  upon  his  sister,  and  with  it  in 
his  hand,  ran  otf,  shouting  tliat  our  side  was 
aoi  beaten  yet. 

‘♦“rt*-of-conr8c  -assured  -Huglv-that-  Dolly  was 
III  ihc  I  losct ;  and  he  turned  and  fol- 
that  tills  was  luiiair,  as  it  cor- 
(..i.i.v  *t;.i  1 1  irry  had  had ’a  good  start, 

uiM  .'a*  she  ■'  "  liner,  too. 

“  'H;.  •  •  •  ij."  I  criedr wishing  with 

all  mj  ;'»vtiiii  i«  locked  into  the  dark¬ 
ness  with  hmi,  •  oM  t*  the  door  and  talk 
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to  me.  You  will  not  mind  beinj;  by  yourself  a 
Terv  little  time,  llu^h  is  t;one  for  the  key ;  he 
will  be  back  in  a  few  minutes.” 

I  heard  a  movement  of  the  boards  and  1 
waited. 

“  Come  close  to  mo ;  with  only  the  door  be¬ 
tween  us,  Dolly.” 

“  I  cannot,"  answered  a  distant,  muflled 
voice ;  “  the  things  have  slipped,  and  I  cannot 
get  out  now  till  you  come  and  move  them.  I 
don’t  mind,  Mi.^s  May,  dear.  I’m  not  afraid  — 
don’t  you  mind.” 

I  ran  to  the  other  door,  and  called  and  lis¬ 
tened,  but  I  heard  no  sign  of  the  boys’  return. 

_  “  Do  you  hear  them  coming  now  1  ”  ques¬ 
tioned  Dolly’s  distant  voice,  when  I  had  re¬ 
gained  my  old  position. 

“Not  yet,  dear;  but  they  must  come  in  a 
few  minutes.” 

And  again  I  ran  and  shonted ;  but  the  dismal 
corridor  only  echoed  my  own  frightened  tones, 
and  gave  me  back  no  answer. 

“  Dolly  dear,”  I  cried  again,  through  the  key¬ 
hole,  only  wanting  to  hear  her  speak,  “  Dolly, 

I  am  here.” 

Then  the  little  weak  voice  answered  me, 

“  Miss  May,  dear,  I  feel  so  strange,  jii.st  as  if 
I  couldn’t  breathe.  And  1  hear  odd  sounds  — 
do  you  ?  ” 

“No,  darling,  nothing.  Perhaps  you  hear 
the  boys.” 

“  N-no.  Will  they  come  soon  1  ” 

“  I  think  so,  pet ;  I  am  going  to  hasten  them 
now.  1  shall  only  be  a  minute  or  two  away.” 

“  Don’t  go  yet,’’  the  child  pleaded ;  “  wait  a 
little  minute.  Hugh  is  sure  to  come.  It  is  so 
dark.” 

Then  I  put  my  month  to  the  key-hole,'  and 
spoke  to  my  little  one  again. 

“  Do  you  hear  me,  darling  1  ” 

“  Yes.” 

“Then,  Dolly  dear,  if  I  sing  your  favorite 
hymn,  will  you  sing  it  with  me?  We  should 
be  more  companions  so ;  and  it  would  do  us 
good  and  cheer  us.” 

■  She  began  the  hymn  at  once,  without  wait¬ 
ing  to  au.swcr  me  ;  and  I  joined  her,  singing  as 
loudly  as  I  could,  glad  that  iny  plan  hud  suc¬ 
ceeded  so  well.  But  presently  1  missed  the 
little  smothered  voice,  and  1  stopped,  calling 
out  to  ask  her  why  it  was. 

“  1  can’t.  Miss  .May  ” — the  answer  seemed 
more  faint  and  distant  now,  though  my  ear 
was  at  the  keyhole  ;  “  1  feel  as  if  I  could  do 
nothing.  Doi/t  go.” 

“  I  must,  my  darling,”  I  cried,  in  untold 
fear;  “I  must  go  for  Iharry.” 

I  fled  along  the  passages,  calling  at  every 
step,  stopping  at  every  door  and  window,  with 
the  same  cry,  “  Hugh  1  Harry  !  hoys  1  ” 

At  last,  through  one  of  the  stair-case  windows, 

I  saw  them,  and  I  darted  from  the  house  and 
followed.  I  was  just  in  sight  of  them,  when  I 
saw  Hugh  seize  Harry,  who  laughingly  held 
the  key  up  at  arm’s  length  out  of  his  brother’s 
reach._  As  Hugh  sprang  to  grasp  it,  Harry 
flung  it  from  him  hcedlajsly  —  flung  it,  in  one 
moment,  over  the  stone  wall  of  the  kitchen  gar¬ 
den  ;  but  none  but  myself  could  see  thtit  it  fell 
into  the  old  deep  unused  well.  I  saw  the  key 
drop,  though  I  did  not  hear  it ;  and  I  looked 
for  one  helpless  moment  down  the  shaft,  while 
Harry’s  cry  w.as  half  laughter,  and  Hugh’s 
angry  exclamation  pierced  me  where  I  stood. 
Then  I  ran  wildly  back  to  the  house,  seeing 
nothing  and  hearing  nothing  by  the  way.  1 
sped  in  through  oue  of  the  servants’  entrances 
sliouting  as  I  ran,  to  tell  them  to  send  men  to 
Sir  Rupert’s  room  with  tools  to  break  the  door. 

1  knew  they  heard  and  understood  me,  though 
I  never  stopped  to  say  it ;  and  I  fled  on  breath¬ 
lessly  up  the  stairs  and  along  the  corridor,  cry¬ 
ing  now,  in  my  passionate  eager  fear,  that  I 
was  coming  to  rescue  ray  darling.  But  this  I 
knew  I  cried  below  my  breath,  in  the  death¬ 
like  muttled  fear  which  was  clinging  round  my 
heart. 

“  Here  I  am,  my  pet,”  I  whispered,  l)ending 
to  the  keyhole,  “  you  shall  be  let  out  in  a  mo¬ 
ment  now.” 

But  no  answer  came  from  my  imprisoned 
child. 

“  Speak  to  me,  Dolly  dear !  ”  I  cried,  my 
voice  shrill  and  tremulous,  “just  one  word.” 

And  1  listened  with  beating  heart  for  the  dis¬ 
tant  voice  But  no  answer,  not  even  a  faint, 
taint  word,  came  back  to  me. 

“I  am  so  lonely  here  without  you,  pet.” 

No  answer  still. 

Then  I  beat  at  the  door  wildly,  crying  —  lit¬ 
erally  shrieking  —  lor  help.  I  heard  footsteps 
hurrying  up  the  distant  stairs,  and  I  called  to 
the  servants  to  make  haste,  breaking  oil' in  that 
cry  to  plead  again  with  my  little  one  for  just 
one  word. 

“  Dolly  1  Darling  1  Dolly  1  Dolly  1  answer  me 
one  word,  my  dearest.” 

The  steps  came  on  through  the  passage  and 
into  the  room,  and  a  crowd  of  carious  or 
troubled  faces  gathered  round  me.  Some  one 
took  my  hands  from  the  dour,  and  I  started 
back  uttering  brokenly  my  thanks  and  grati¬ 
tude. 

One  heavy  blow  upon  the  fojr  broke  it  a 
little,  but  did  not  op.  r.  it.  ily  glad  exu.tant 
cry  pierce*!  the  thick  p.nnel.*.. 

“  Au«  we  are  coming,  Dolly  dear'  a»w  we 
are  co:iiiu;j;”  and  while  they  tried  a  si-cond 
time  in  vam,  I  wrung  my  hands,  still  erving 
wi.h  ail  my  iiS'  le.ss  sireii  ,ih,  “  Now,  duniiig  1 
yei  are  to  eoin  ■  to  ill".” 

I ii)  ;  li  ;r  .t  ojicn ;  then  1  f'  lt  siid  h  illy 
b.iiiUi.iT  un  i  buwiUhi'isl  by  lo.ihiiig  iiiio  lli'e  1 
darkness  beyond,  and  1  crept  buck  u  lililu  way.  | 


The  men  clustered  into  the  narrow  closet. 
Hugh  and  Harry,  foremost  of  them  all,  were 
groping  in  the  dark  as  they  called  their  little 
sister’s  name. 

With  a  new  and  sudden  strength  I  pushed 
the  crowding  forms  aside,  took  the  heavy  pic¬ 
tures  easily  in  my  shaking  hands,  and  moved 
them  away  as  if  they  had  been  of  feather’s 
weight,  'rhen,  even  in  the  deep  gloom,  I  could 
see  her  —  I  often  see  her  so,  even  now,  in  my 
troubled  dreams. 

With  the  little  white  figure  in  my  arms,  the 
long  bright  hair  hanging  against  me — one  tan¬ 
gled  clotted  ma.ss  touching  my  hand  with  a 
touch  that  wrung  my  heart  with  a  sharp  and 
shuddering  agony  —  1  came  out  from  the  dark¬ 
ness. 

I  think  they  all  drew  back  from  me  as  I 
bore  her  through  them ;  but  the  crowd  of  hor¬ 
ror-stricken  faces  followed  me  afar  off,  as  I  tot¬ 
tered  from  that  gloomy  room  with  my  darling. 

My  darling !  Ah,  it  was  too  hard  just  yet  to 
think  that  this  little  bleeding  form,  in  its  soiled 
and  siained  white  dres.s,  was  not  my  little  one, 
but  that  she  lived  already  another  life  tlian 
ours,  far,  far  away  from  us  all,  in  a  white  robe 
that  never  should  be  siained  or  spotted  more. 

I  laid  her  on  her  own  little  bed  in  the  softened 
lamplight ;  1  wa.shed  the  little  white  shonlder 
that  had  been  so  cruelly  bitten  ;  1  washed  and 
brushed  the  soft  rippling  hair ;  and  then  I  sat 
beside  her,  and  my  eyes  were  aching,  aching, 
as  they  w'crc  fixed  upon  the  little  white  still  face. 

I  know  not  who  came  or  went ;  I  know  not 
if  any  one  stayed  with  me.  I  know  not  how 
many  hours  I  sat  so ;  but  at  last,  late  —  very 
late  —  in  the  winter  night,  whose  chill  I  could 
not  feel,  1  knew  that  the  door  had  opened  for 
the  mother  to  come  in.  I  heard  each  footstep, 
as  if  it  fell  upon  my  own  heart,  while  she  came 
up  to  the  side  of  the  little  bed  opposite  me. 

I  slowly  lifted  my  heavy  eyes,  in  which  all 
life  and  light  seemed  to  have  died  forever,  from 
my  little  one’s  face  to  the  one  that  bent  above 
it  —  a  face  I  could  hardly  have  recognized. 
My  1ms  moved;  I  was  trying  to  tell  the  mother 
how  I  had  killed  her  child ;  but  no  sound  came. 
1  fancied  1  was  speaking  fast  and  loud,  but 
though  the  words  were  framed  by  niy  tight, 
stiff  lips,  no  sound  followed,  ixxikiu;^  across 
the  bed,  the  mother  strangely,  coldly  signed  to 
some  one  to  take  me  away.  'I'liey  raised  me, 
and  led  me  towards  the  door,  while  the  fi^^ui'es 
all  melted  slowly  and  mistily  from  around  me, 
leaving  nothing  distinct  but  that  wild,  cold 
look  with  which  I  had  been  sent  from  my  dar¬ 
ling’s  side.  My  feet  tottered,  my  head  swam. 
I  suppose  I  drew  back  as  they  forced  me  on  ;  I 
suppose  I  woiihl  not  let  them  take  me  away.  1 
know  I  fancied  I  was  dying  too,  and  wanttd  to 
die  there  beside  the  child  whom  I  had  killed ; 
but  at  that  instaut  Sir  Hugh,  his  face  fierce  and 
cruel  in  its  anguish,  shut  the  iloor  with  his  own 
hand  against  me.  Then,  through  the  closed 
door,  there  followed  me  one  thrilling,  agonized 
cry  —  a  cry  like  which  I  never  have  heard  cry 
since,  like  which  I  hope  that  I  may  die  before  I 
hear  a  cry  again ;  and  then  all  the  dreary 
world  was  blotted  from  me  in  a  sadden,  heavy, 
lasting  darkness. 

Many  and  many  a  winter  day  I  spent  in  my 
own  room,  apart  from  all  sound  in  the  great 
silent  Abbey,  too  ill  and  weak  to  move,  after 
the  terrible  Idindness  had  left  me.  Sometimes 
a  pitying  face  would  look  in  upon  me,  some¬ 
times  a  pitying  wonl  be  said,  but  never  a  loving 
one,  never  a  tender  one.  I  did  not  wonder 
that  only  the  servants  c.ame  to  see  me.  I 
knew  how  hard  it  would  be  for  any  one  who 
had  loved  Dolly  to  bear  to  look  upon  ray  face. 
So,  one  early,  eiirly  morning,  os  soon  as  I  was 
able  to  walk,  I  crept  away  to  my  darling’s 
grave,  and  from  there,  when  the  sun  had  risen, 
I  crept  farther  out  into  the  wide  cold  world, 
which  seemed  to  mo  just  then  only  a  vaster, 
lonelier  grave  than  the  one  on  which  my  burning, 
fevered  cheek  had  rested. 

1  did  not  know  until  long  afterwards  that  I 
had  been  alone  at  Crayden  Abbey  with  the  ser¬ 
vants  through  all  those  weeks ;  that  i.iady 
Hurst  and  Sir  Hugh  had  left  it  after  the  fune¬ 
ral  ;  for  the  mother’s  heart  was  broken,  and 
they  feared  her  life  or  reason  going,  if  she 
stayed  in  the  memory-haunted  place.  That  is 
twen^  years  ago,  as  1  said;  and  Sir  Hugh 
and  Lady  Hurst  liave  never  returned  to  Eng¬ 
land.  Mr.  Hugh  and  his  wife  and  children 
live  at  the  old  place  now ;  but  the  long  gloomy 
passage  has  been  built  up,  and  there  is  no  en¬ 
trance  now  to  Sir  Rupert  s  room.  Sir  Hugh’s 
grandehildr*'U  liuve  not  even  heard  of  its  exis- 
lencc,  nor  do  they  ever  hear  the  “  scullling, 
struggling  sounds,’’  which  must  have  frighten- 
e<l  my  darling  to  death  in  that  rat-haunted 
uarknesB,  even  before  the  savage  bite  was  given 
—  the  sounds  that  she  used  to  say  she  he^  in 
that  (last  time,  when  she  fancied  Sir  Rajiert’s 
ghost  fought  still  at  times  with  his  betrayer. 

Twenty  years  I  and  I  have  never  told  this 
tale  before.  I  do  it  simply  now,  without  pref¬ 
ace  or  ap|)endix.  It  matters  not  where  I  livod 
before  those  few  months  which  I  have  told  of, 
and  which  seem  to  hold  my  entire  life  ;  it  mat¬ 
ters  not  where  1  have  livtm  since.  The  name 
I  have  given  here  is  not  my  own ;  yet  is  my 
httle  story  true  —  ino.3t  sadly,  piiifuliy  true. 


THE  GRAVE  OF  KEATS’S  BROTHER 
T\  LOUISVILLE.  KY. 

''piIE  Wi  su  rii  ''’(■iii  'ti  rv  ol  T.oiniiville  iia  mni'h 
I  <1  d -r.  i.-'i -,i.;  i.ii.  I  .i  1 ;  biii  i.d-i  1  lee.  II 
1  .ij  .n.i  i^r.ive  »!' •.n -’.rJo  iit' il  it.-  ;■  iiciiamoie 
■ai.ioos  one  at  Itome,  which  all  pilgrims  of  sen¬ 


timent  visit,  and  of  which  Shelley  (whose  own 
grave  is  but  a  few  steps  apart  from  it  in  the 
same  death-ground)  wrote,  in  that  most  imagi¬ 
native  and  aliecting  of  all  elegiac  poems, 
“  Adonais,  ”  — 

**  Oo  thou  to  Rome— at  once  the  paradise. 

The  grave,  the  city,  and  the  wUdemees; 

And  where  Iti  wreck!  like  ihatter'd  m->antalna  rise. 

Anil  Howering  weeds  and  ftamnt  cenaert  drus 
The  bones  of  I>i’»datiiin's  n^cilneaa. 

Pass,  till  the  spirit  of  the  spot  shall  lead 
Thv  footsteps  to  a  slope  of  n-een  access, 

Where,  like  an  Infant’s  smile  over  the  dead, 

A  tight  of  laughing  flowers  along  the  grass  u  spread.’' 

That  far-off  one  is  the  grave  of  .John  Keats ; 
this  grave  at  Loiii.svillc  is  that  of  George  Keats, 
his  brother,  to  whom  one  of  the  young,  early- 
dying,  but  deathless  (loet’s  rhymed  epistles,  one 
of  his  more  youthful  sonnets,  and  many  of  bis 
letters,  publi.^hed  by  Lord  Houghton  (and  writ¬ 
ten  to  the  older  brother  far  away  here  in  the 
then  wild  new  west  of  Ameriea)  were  addressed. 
George  Keats  was  a  refined  and  cultivated 
gentleman,  yet  r-raembered  and  honored  in 
Louisville,  where  his  house  ust'd  to  be  pointed 
out  to  me  —  one  of  the  most  elegant  and  taste¬ 
ful  in  the  city.  His  wrife  was  the  lady  to  whom, 
previous  to  her  marriage,  John  Keats  addressed 
the  sonnet :  “  To  G.  A.  W.”  The  weather- 
stained  monument  of  George  Keats  bears  this 
inscription :  “  In  memory  of  George  Keats,  a 
native  of  England.  Bom  1st  March,  1778. 
Died  24th  Docemlier,  1841.”  Clo.se  b-.-side  this 
monument  is  a  small  stone  bearing  only  the 
name  “Isabella,”  but  lower  on  the  face  of 
George  Keats’s  monument  fronting  it,  is  car¬ 
ved  “  Isaliella  Rosalind  Keats,”  with  dates  of 
birth  and  death,  showring  her  to  have  b*>en  but 
seventeen  years  old  when  she  died.  Isabel,  the 
daughter  of  George  Keats,  was  a  beautiful  and 
accomplished  young  girl,  and  is  said  to  have 
resembled  her  uncle,  the  poet,  in  look  and  char¬ 
acter  of  mind.  She  had  considerable  talent  as 
a  painter,  and  promised  something  of  poetic 
ability  also.  Her  name  suggests  the  romantic 
feeling  of  the  family  with  which  Keats  influ- 
enciHl  a  generation  of  English  and  American 
poets  (including  so  strong  a  man  as  Teni^json 
hiraself),  and  doubtU-ss  her  name  lent  some¬ 
thing  of  education  to  her  disposition  and  char¬ 
acter.  Her  name  suggests,  too,  the  poem  of 
“  Isabella,  or  the  Pot  of  Basil,”  and  her  story 
was  not  less  sad  than  the  heroine  of  her  uncieA 
licauriful  but  somewhat  immature  production. 
Her  death  was  a  sad  one, —  sadder  far,  indeed, 
than  that  of  the  poet, —  and  its  mournful  his¬ 
tory  I  only  refer  to  because  it  always  touched 
me,  and  Ixicaiise  of  its  association  with  a  name 
that  lias  touched  all  the  world  with  beauty  and 
tenderness.  Mr.  Prentice  first  related  to  me 
the  sad  story  of  her  death  in  1859,  very  feel¬ 
ingly  and  tenderly.  After  the  rejiort  of  a  gun 
she  was  found  late  one  evening,  in  the  parlor 
of  her  father’s  house,  mortally  wounded  in  the 
breast,  and  died  in  one  or  two  hours.  Shak- 
s{>eare,  I  believe,  according  to  some  of  his  critics, 
leaves  it  doubtful  whether  he  would  have  the 
reader  believe  Oiihelia  a  suicide  or  an  unhappv 
young  girl  accidentally  drowned.  Some  peri¬ 
winkle  vines  creep  about. the  grave-mound  of 
Isabella  Keats  and  keep  it  green. — J,  J.  Piatt 
in  the  Cincinnati  Commercial, 


of  the  lines  in  Ilarte’s  “Her  Answer  to  His 
Letter :  ”  — 

’  The  time  I  went  down  the  centre 
With  the  man  that  shut  .Sandy  McGee.’ 

At  nine  o’clock,  the  usual  time,  lights  were 
extinguished,  and  the  prisoners  retired  to  their 
bunks.” 


NAPOLEON’S  WINE-CELLAR. 
CATALOGUE  of  one  hundred  thousand 
bottles  and  fifty-seven  butts  of  the  Emperor 
Napoleon’s  wine  invites  attenrion  to  an  auction 
sale  thereof  at  the  Louvre.  The  sale  is  exjiected ' 
to  last  a  fortnight.  The  ^reat  quantity  takes  the 
public  bv  surprise,  for  it  was  announced  that 
what  witii  the  Prussian  occupation,  the  siege  of 
Paris,  and  the  Commune,  the  imperial  cellars  had 
been  pretty  well  cleared  out,  and  that  bnt  a 
small  portion  of  their  contents  remained  to  be 
brought  to  the  hammer.  It  would  seem,  how¬ 
ever,  that  the  bulk  of  the  wine  must  have  been 
preserved  from  all  foes,  for  the  auctioneer  ela-ss- 
ea  the  trea-^ures,  which  he  has  the  honor  of  sub- 
niitting  to  public  corajx’tition,  nnucr  the  re- 
sn*  ctive  headings  of  “  Tuileries,”  “  Fontaine¬ 
bleau,”  and  “  Compiegne.” 

The  Emperor,  with  all  his  faults,  wa.s  essen¬ 
tially  open-handed  and  hospitable.  WTiether 
he  spent  his  own  money  or  tnat  of  the  State, 
he  thought  little  of  expense.  The  best  wines 
that  the  world  could  produce  were  often  laid  be¬ 
fore  his  chosen  friends  and  distinguished  guests. 
But  with  all  his  extravagance  there  was  some¬ 
thing  like  order  in  the  administration  of  his 
enormous  household.  And  it  is  not  to  be 
supposed  that  the  fashionable  young  men,  the 
artists,  journalists,  and  comparatively  humble 
people  of  all  classes,  who  for  one  reason  or 
another  were  invited  to  Fontainebleau  or  Com- 

Se,  and  allowed  to  give  breakfasts  to  their 
Is  in  private  rooms,  were  served  with  wines 
which  would  be  considered  first-rate  by  an  Ox¬ 
ford  Don,  a  bencher  of  the  Inns  of  Court,  or  an 
Alderman. 

The  immense  quantity  of  claret  is  the  princi¬ 
pal  thing.  There  are  upwards  of  12,000  bot¬ 
tles  of  a  very  good  growth  of  claret  not  well 
known,  called  Montrose.  Of  the  more  familiar 
brands — Chateau  Lafitte,  Chateau  Margaux, 
&c.  —  there  is  a  goodly  show.  The  stock  of 
Burgundy  is  far  less  abundant ;  of  the  highest 
marks,  such  as  Chambertin,  Romance,  and  Clos 
Vougeot,  there  are  only  a  few  hundred  bottles. 
The  600  liottles  of  the  best  class  of  Sau- 
teme,  Chateau-Yquem,  1847,  will  be  priceless, 
if  there  is  no  trickery  in  the  catalogue.  There 
are  scarcely  more  than  1,000  bottles  of  Cham¬ 
pagne.  The  collection  of  Rhine  nine  is  ex¬ 
tremely  meagre,  with  the  exception  of  the  very 
beat  of  all  Rhine  wines,  Joliannisliergcr.  Of 
this  rare  vint^e  there  are  advertised  523  bot¬ 
tles  from  the  'ruilcries,  205  finom  Fontainebleau, 
and  51  from  Compiegne.  The  intimate  friend¬ 
ship  between  the  Emperor  and  Empn’ss  and 
the  Prince  and  Princess  of  Metteniich,  ren¬ 
ders  it  probable  that  the  Johannisberger  is 
that  which  never  comes  into  the  market,  is 
grown  on  the  top  of  the  mound  under  the  win¬ 
dows  of  the  Scnloss  Metternich,  which  every¬ 
body  sees  going  down  the  Rhine,  and  is  called 
the  “  Pride  of  the  Cellar.” 


PRISON  FELICITIES. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  of  the  San  Fran¬ 
cisco  liiilletin,  who  has  recently  visited  the 
California  State  Prison,  writes  in  the  following 
glowing  style :  — 

“  San  Qucniin  Prison,  viewed  from  a  free¬ 
man’s  stand-point,  is  most  cheerful  at  night. 
The  sharp  angles  of  the  walls  are  then  softened  by 
oliscurity,  the  guards  u(ioii  the  rim  of  the  iii- 
closure  seem  as  mere  pigmies,  and  the  whole 
space  is  (lervailed  with  an  atmosphere  of  peace 
and  contentment.  The  writer  entered  the  pris¬ 
on-yard  on  Thursd.ay  evening,  Capt.  Gilchrist 
providing  the  open  sesame,  and  took  note  of 
the  surroundings.  The  inoonligiit  danced  over 
the  whitened  picket-feuc’..  of  the  garden,  and 
brought  into  bold  reliet  the  buinp-bockod  swan 
who  reigiia  supreme  therein;  the  buildings 
wore  n  garli  of  mellow  light,  and  nothing  of  a 
depressing  nature  suggested  itself.  A  few  stejis 
forward,  and  the  thump  ofa  watchman’s  tanc  u 
heard.  The  ham  and  buzz  of  the  prisoners 
greet  the  ear ;  a  short  walk  brings  us  to  the  lat¬ 
tice-works  of  the  old  prison  windows,  on  ths 
ground  floor.  Room  No.  3,  occupied  by  about 
forty  whites,  is  the  most  attractive  place.  The 
apartment  is  twenty-four  by  twenty-six  feet, 
nine  feet  high,  and  has  an  archiHl  roof.  Think 
of  it  —  more  than  forty  men  sleeping  in  a  room 
of  this  character.  But  they  are  merry.  Some 
are  reading,  othets  smoking,  some  sesring,  oth¬ 
ers  crack’ng  jokes  and  none  scowling.  This  is 
the  fashionaUe  quarter  of  the  prison ;  the  musi¬ 
cal  and  oratorical  talent  here  resides,  and  that 
man  alone  who  can  contribute  to  the  general 
enjoyment  of  the  inmAtes  is  admitted.  Agree¬ 
able  to  a  signal  firom  the  Captain,  two  native 
C^fornians  gave  a  delicioui  duet  on  the  gmtar ; 
and  the  Glee  Club  followed  with  ‘  Come  Where 
My  Love  Lice  Dreaming,’  and  other  fomiliar 
ballads,  rendering  the  music  in  good  style. 
Later  in  the  evening  the  occu|>ants  of  No.  3 
held  a  tiall,  which  was  well  attended.  Some  of 
the  prisoners  were  dn'ssed  in  temale  aput^l, 
with  GrtX'ian  bend,  high-heeled  shoes  and  jti'e 
ad  lib.  Two  guitars,  a  violin,  flute  and  trian- 
g'e,  fiirtii  ■'i'»l  excrllen'  "in  ie  for  th'  se  fer;'?i- 
elio?'  Ill  f  s  vi  !'.••• ;  :!'i  '■  .t'l  in  '.i  i  l.  a!  of  a  r  tir- 
in.'  lii'i  .1-1  .‘j.i  III  line;  i  'g.  '1  '.i.'  v  vi  r  .lid 

lioL  ;..iK  ilie  ell.l..k..li ;  o  t.i  ■  Cii.UeS  repr  .SJiiicd 
in  the  quadrides,  but  could  not  help  tbiukiug 


TALLEYRAND’S  MEMOIRS. 

A  RUMOR  was  circulated,  a  short  time 
since,  to  the  effect  that  'Talleynuid’s  me¬ 
moirs  were  at  last  about  to  be  published.  It 
now  apjKais  that,  by  the  terms  of  Talleyrand’s 
will,  they  cannot  be  riven  to  the  world  before 
188.'<.  IVI.  Am<yee  Pit-hot,  however,  has  al¬ 
ready  cited  some  (lassages  from  the  unpublished 
memoirs,  and  one  of  these  extracts,  now  being 
reproduced  by  the  French  pa()er8,  is  certainly 
very  remarkable  in  connection  with  the  events 
of  the  last  few  years,  and  esjiecially  of  last 
year.  “  There  ought  to  be  no  illusion,”  wrote 
the  diplouia'ist  and  statesman,  “  as  to  the  lial- 
ance  established  at  the  Congress  of  Vienna, 
which  cannot  be  eternal.  It  must  go  sooner  or 
later,  but  it  promises  us  some  years  of  peace. 
What  threatens  to  break  it  at  a  more  or  less 
distant  date  are  the  aspirations  which  are  be¬ 
coming  universal  in  Germany.  The  necessity 
of  defence  and  a  common  danger  have  prepared 
minds  for  German  unity.  The  idea  will  go  on 
developing ;  and  some  day  one  of  the  great  Pow¬ 
ers  which  belon"  to  ihe  Coiifedenition  will 
desire  to  realize  me  unity  for  its  own  profit. 
Austria  is  not  to  be  feared.  Being  composed 
of  pieces  and  hits,  and  having  no  unity  of  her 
own,  she  cannot  thiuk  of  exporting  it  beyond 
her  frontiers.  It  is  Prussia  that  should  be 
watched.  It  is  she  who  will  try  the  experiment, 
and  if  she  succeeds,  then  all  the  ronaitions  of 
the  balance  of  power  will  be  changed,  and  it 
will  be  necessary  to  seek  new  bases  and  a  new 
oiranization  for  Enrojie.”  Further  on  he  adds, 
“  France  is  the  nation  most  interested  in  oppos¬ 
ing  the  movement  of  nnification  or  in  seeking 
compensation  for  it.” 


—  It  is  now  said  that  Northern  Iowa  is  nn* 
derlaid  by  a  vast  coal-mine. 

—  The  great  railroad  coiporations  have  ad¬ 
vanced  the  rates  of  through  freights  to  all 
points  west. 

— Monkeys  in  Buenos  Ajtcs  suffered  more 
gpveri'lv  than  nien  bv  the  p  c.nt  yellow-fever 
j.l.igtte  tli  r  ,  showing  that  t!i.’  disease  is  one 
we  have  iiili.-rire*!  from  our  ancestors,  and 
wbi  h  cou.'cqu<.ui.ly  \>e  shall  eventually  aat- 
grow. 


THE  HOME  OF  THE  OTTER. 


AN  EMIGRANT  SURPRISED  BY  WINTER. 


EVERY  SATURDAY. 
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GERXrS  NECKLACE. 

AS  0«rt7  skipt  from  babe  to  girl. 

Her  necklace  lengthened,  pearl  b/  pearl ; 
Year  after  ^ear  it  slowly  grew. 

But  erery  birthday  gave  her  two. 

Her  neclt  is  lovely — soft  and  fair. 

And  now  her  necklace  glimmers  there. 

So  cradled,  let  it  sink  and  rise, 

And  all  her  graces  symbolize : 

Perchance  t^  pearl,  without  a  speck. 

Once  was  as  warm  on  Sappho’s  nock ; 

And  where  are  all  the  happy  pearls 
That  braided  Cleopatra’s  curls  1 

Is  Gerty  loved !  —  Is  Gerty  loth  ? 

Or,  if  she’s  either,  is  she  both  ?  — 

She’s  fiuicy  free,  but  sweeter  far 
Than  many  plighted  maidens  are  : 

Will  Gerty  smile  ns  all  away. 

And  still  be  Gerty  1  Who  can  say  * 

But  let  her  wear  her  precious  toy. 

And  I’ll  rejoice  to  see  her  joy  * 

Her  bauble’s  only  one  degree 
Less  frail,  less  fugitive  than  we ; 

For  time,  we  long,  will  snap  the  skein. 

And  scatter  all  the  pearls  a^n. 


HERE  AND  THERE. 


FINANCIAL  AND  COMMERCIAL. 


—  A  female  barber  out  West  hasretired  from 
business  on  account  of  the  arrival  of  a  little 
shaver. 

— In  too  many  lamentable  instances,  the  “  last 
scene  of  all  this  strange  and  eventful  history  ” 
— is  kdosene. 

—  Persons  who  are  annoyed  by  their  neigh¬ 
bors  keeping  parrots  are  in  favor  of  the  impo¬ 
sition  of  a  heavy  poll-tax. 

—  A  girt  in  Wisconsin  swallowed  forty  per¬ 
cussion-caps.  Her  mother  refrained  from  pun¬ 
ishing  her,  or  even  talking  snappishly  to  her. 

—  It  is  a  curious  fitet  about  a  certain  class 
of  beggan  that  they  generally  pull  the  door-bell 
hard  enough  to  bresdc  it,  and  yet  when  yon  go 
to  the  door  they  barely  have  strength  enough  to 
speak  in  a  whisper. 

—  His  precise  ago  is  one  hundred  and  four 
years,  and  he  lives  at  Council  Binds  this  dme. 
But  being  an  eccentric  centenarian,  he  does  not 
walk  twenty  miles  and  saw  three' cords  of  wood 
daily ;  on  the  contrary,  he  begs. 

—  If  little  Bo-Peep,  who  lost  her  sheep,  had 
lived  in  the  vicinity  of  Nantucket  Bar,  she 
would  have  rrjoicetl  to  learn  that  it  offers  an 
admiralle  ground  to  seek  lambs.  [He  mt'ans 
sea-clams,  ^nse  there  were  ever  so  many  bush¬ 
els  of  ’em  caught  there  last  week. —  Printer’s 
Devi!.] 

—  The  New-Tork  Evening  Post  tells  us  that 
"  old  sailors  are  never  so  much  at  sea  as  when 
they  are  on  shore.”  Upon  which  the  Lonis- 
’  rille  Coiarier-Jountai  remarks  that  “  in  this 
they  are  somewhat  like  hen-pecked  hnsbands, 
who  are  never  so  much  at  home  as  when  they 
are  abroad.” 

—  Two  French  women  were  asked :  "  If  yon 
were  compelled  to  marry  Urbain,  Assi,  or 
Ferri,  which  of  the  communists  would  yon 
take  ?  ”  One  replied,  —  “  The  eldest,  that  I 
m^ht  be  the  sooner  rid  of  him  ;  ”  the  other,  — 
“  The  yonnrat,  that  I  might  make  him  suffer 
the  longest.” 

—  An  editor  in  Illinois,  having  engaged  a  new 
reporter,  received  the  following  as  his  first  edbrt : 
“We  are  informed  that  the  ^ntleman  hoo  stood 
on  his  head  under  a  pile-dnver  for  the  purpose 
of  having  a  tight  pair  of  bntes  dmv  on,  shortly 
afterwards  found  himself  in  Chiny,  perfectly 
naked  and  without  a  CMit  in  his  pocket.” 

—  “  Lockjaw,”  a  correspondent  of  the  Lon¬ 
don  Times,  protests  against  the  introduction  of 
anew  verb  whieh  some  polemic  has  used  in 
controversy.  The  verb  is  latitndinarianize. 
“  Lockjaw  "  says  that  he  thought  the  worst  ex¬ 
treme  of  verbal  length  had  been  reached  in 
conterbabantur,  Constantinopolitan,  innnmer- 
abilibns,  solidtudinibns,  but  that  latitudinarian- 
iae  beats  them  altogether. 

—  “Throw  away  your  dgar,  sir,"  said  a 
porter  the  other  day  to  a  Mntieman  who  was 
just  entering  one  of  the  public  buildings  with 
a  freshly-lighted  cigar  in  his  mouth.  “  But  I 
have  always  smoked  here,”  was  the  reply. 
“  No  smoking  allowed  ;  you  will  have  to  throw 
away  your  cigar.”  'the  demand  was  grum- 
blingly  complied  with,  and  five  minutes  after 
the  gentleman  coming  out  saw  the  porter  com¬ 
placently  finishing  the  fine  Havana  which  he 
Bad  been  oompell^  to  cast  away. 

—  “S’oat!” — A  pretty  good  story  is  told 
of  a  ci'.isen  of  Elizaocth,  J.,  who  went  to 
the  cars  on  Thanksgiving  day  to  see  his  daugh¬ 
ter  off.  Having  securi^d  *  ecat  for  her,  he  left 
the  car  and  went  round  to  her  window  to  say  a 
parting  word.  While  he  was  passing  out  the 
^urhter  left  the  seat  to  speak  to  a  friend,  and 
at  the  same  time  a  prim-looking  lady  who  oc¬ 
cupied  the  seat  with  her  moved  op  to  the  win¬ 
dow.  Unaware  of  the  important  changes  inside, 
our  venerable  friend  ha.stily  put  his  face  np  to 
ihe  window  and  hurriedly  oxclaimed :  “  One 
snore  kiss,  sweet  pet  I  ” 

In  another  instant  the  point  of  a  blue  cotton 
nmhrella  caught  his  seductive  lips,  accompanied 
by^he^msaienate  ii^unatien  :  “  Il’cat,  yon |gay- 


Dec.  6. 

Financial. 

lN>n>os.— Consols,  92  g;  U.S.  6-:>0’s,  1862,  t2K;  do.  1867, 

raANaroRT.  — ul  3.V20’s,  1862, 97g. 

New  YoEK.-Uoia,  IIKIH ;  I  .S.  7’s,  1881,  lUK;  S-20’s,  1862, 
116H;  do.  1867,  lUH. 

COHUESCIAL. 

Livebpool.— Cotton,  mlddlinK  uylsnds,  9gd. 

Sew  Yobe.  — Cotton,  mlddUiet  iii'lstids,  19gc.;ied  win¬ 
ter  wheat,  SI..U  l.bl. 

CaiCAao.— Sprins  WhsAt,  Sliisg. 

Dec.  7. 

Financial. 

London.— Consols,  92H  ;  U.S.S-'iO’s,  1862,  92H;  do.  1867, 
Fbankpobt.  —  U.  8.  5-20’s,  97g. 

New  Yobe.  -  Gold,  lOSH;  f.S.  6’8, 1881, 117X:5-2P’s,18e2, 
lUSi  do.  1867,  lUN. 

CUNEIBCIAL. 

Livebpool.  —  Cotton,  midilllni;  u  dands,  8Hd. 

New  Yobe.— Cotton,  middlini;  uplands,  logc.;  red  win¬ 
ter  wheat,  $I..W  ®  01.66. 

CaiCAOO.— Spring  Wheat,  SlTIuH. 

Dec.  8. 

Financial. 

London.  — Consols, 91 H;  C.S.  5-20’s,  lft3,  92K;  do.  1867, 
8516 

Nnw  Tone. -Gold.  I09H:  U.S.e’s,  1881, 117 H;  5-20’s, 
1802,111;  do.  1867,  lUH. 

COMMEKCIAL. 

Litnepool.— Cotton,  middling  uplands,  9Hd. 

New  Yoee.  — Cotton,  iniddUng  uplands,  IsMc.t  red  win¬ 
ter  wheat,  $1.67  @  1.6U. 

Chioaoo.— Spring  Wheat,  Sl.jOli. 

Dec.  9. 

Financial. 

London.  —  Consols,  SIX;  U.  S.  5-20’s,  1867,  92 X;  do. 
1867,  !'5X. 

New  YoEE.-Oold,  IlOX;  U.  S.  6’s,  1881,  117H;  5-»’s, 
1662,  IlOX;  do.  1867,  115X. 

COMMEKCIAL. 

LrvBEPOOU- Cotton,  middling  uplands,  9Xd. 

New  Yoee.— Colton,  middling  uidands, '20  c.;  red  win¬ 
ter  wheal,  $1.58  @  I.tlO. 

Cbicaoo.- Spring  Wheat,  $1.^X. 

Dec.  11. 

Financial. 

London.— Consols,  92;  U.S.  5-'20’s,  1807,  92*i ;  do.  1867, 
05X. 

Fkanefont.  — L'.  8.  5-20’s,  1862,  97X. 

New  Yobe.  — GoU,  lUOH;  G.S.  6’s,  1881,  1I7X;  5-20’s, 
1862,  IlOX;  do.  1867,  115X. 

COMMEBCIAL. 

Livebpool.  —  Cotton, -middling  uplands,  AXd. 

New  Yoee.— Cotton,  middling  uplands,  iOXc.;  red  winter 
wheat,  $l..58  Q  1.60. 

CUCAOO.  — Spilng  Wheat,  $1.'2UX. 

Dec.  IS. 

Financial. 


New  Yoee. -Hold,  109X;  U.  S.  6’s,  1881,  117X;  5-20’s, 
1862,  IlOH;  do.  1867,  U5X. 

COMMEBCIAL. 

Livebpool.  —  Cotton,  middling  nplamls,  AXd. 

New  Yobe. —  Cotton,  iiiidilling  uplands,  2UHc.;  red  win¬ 
ter  wheat,  $1.58  @i  1.60. 

Cbicaoo.— Spring  Wheat,  $1.20. 


Burnbtt’s  Kalliston,  for  hitos  of  Mos¬ 
quitoes  and  other  insects,  neutralizes  the  poison. 

A  Nbolected  Couoh,  Cold,  ok  Sore 
Throat,  whieh  might  be  cheeked  by  a  simple 
remedy,  like  ‘'Brown's  Bronchial  Troches,  if 
allow^  to  progress  may  terminate  seriously. 

The  Youth’s  Companion.  —  The  oldest 
paper,  for  young  people,  in  the  country  —  noted 
for  its  charmingly  written  stories,  and  for  the 
rare  and  judicious  skill  with  which  it  is  edited. 

Holiday  Goods. —  Messrs.  Palmer,  Bachel- 
ders  &  Co.  oiler,  in  another  column,  a  tempting 
array  of  rich  jewelry,  French  clocks,  fine  gold 
watches,  presentation  silver,  etc.,  etc.,  well  cal¬ 
culated  to  delight  the  eyes  of  both  old  and 
young  America,  and  to  suit  the  most  fastidious 
in  search  of  elegant  and  substantial  gifts  tor  the 
Holidays. 

A  Lifetime  Devoted  to  the  studjr  of  the 
wants  of  the  travelling  public  has  given  the 
AMERICAN  HOUSE,  BOSTON,  tliroi.gh 
its  veteran  landlord,  Lewis  Rice,  a  wide  and 
enviable  repntation.  Newly  furnished,  and  sup¬ 
plied  with  all  modem  improvements. 

Parties  wishing  to  purchase  first-class 
safes  will  do  well  to  note  the  advertisement  of 
American  Steam  Safe  Company  on  outside 
page.  This  comjiany  have  received  three  Gold 
Medals  for  perfection  in  safes  daring  the  last 
few  years. 

Worthless  Imitations  of  George  W. 
Laird’s  “  Bloom  of  Youth  ”  are  in  circulation. 
The  unprecedented  success  and  popularity  so 
justly  ^ned  fur  this  harmless  and  valuable 
toilet  preparation  have  induced  persons  to  coun¬ 
terfeit  it.  The  genuine  has  the  United  States 
Internal  Revenue  Stamp  engraved  on  the  front 
label,  and  the  name  of  G.  W.  Laird  stamped  in 
the  glass  on  the  back  of  each  bottle.  No  other 
is  genuine.  Sold  at  all  druggists’  and  fancy- 
goods  dealers’.  Depot,  5  Gold  Street,  N.Y. 

Example  for  tbb  Ladies. —  Mrs.  Hart 
O.  Lewis,  of  Tremont,  Westchester  Co ,  N.Y., 
reports  her  personal  earnings  by  stitching  only, 
with  a  Wheeler  A  Wilson  Machine,  as  follows: 
Earned  in  29  months,  $7,800 ;  avcra-'c  per 
month,  $269;  per  day,  $10.76;  earned  in  one 
day  of  18  hours,  $.30;  earned  in  one  month, 
$350,  an  average  per  day  of  $14 ;  earned  in  12 
months,  $3,745,  averaging  per  day,  $12.50.  She 
has  used  the  sewing-machine  seventeen  years, 
and  is  now,  and  was  during  that  time,  in  robust 
health. 


F*  Applications  for  Advertlslnx  Contracts 
In  Evbet  Satuboat,  Tre  Atlantic  .Monthly,  The 
North  .Smsbican  Review,  and  Ucb  Yucnq  Foles, 
except  In  New  York  City,  shonld  be  addressed  to  GBO, 
W.  CARR,  124  Tremunt  Street,  Uostun.  In  New  York 
City  applications  should  be  made  to  LE  GRAND 
BENKDICT,  No.  27  Park  Row,  who  is  our  Si«cial 
Advertlsins  Representative  for  New  York  City. 

JAMES  R.  OSGOOD  St  CO.,  Publlsheri. 


LEE  ft  SHEPARD 

Publish  this  Week 

CLOUD  PICTURES :  1.  The  F.xilb  of  Von 
Adelstein’s  Soil.  2.  Topanealon.  2.  Hire 
Bei'.enbocen’s  Concert.  4.  A  Great  Oroan 
I’KELi  UK.  liy  Fmneis  11.  Underwood,  .4..M.,  aullior 
of  "  llaiid-Kubk  of  LuK'lish  Literature.”  16mo.  Cloth, 
tinted  paper,  $1.50.  (Ready  December  1st.) 

Mr.  Underwood  hat  placed  In  this  volume  two  hlghly- 
praited  articles  publisheil  before,  to  whicli  he  has  added 
two  stories  that  will  charm  and  autertain  the  moat  fha- 
tldlouf. 


HALF  TRUTHS  AND  THE  TRUTH.  A  series 

ut  DIscouraes  by  Itev.  Jacob  Mannlmi,  of  tbt  Old 
South  Church,  liostun.  I'/mo.  Cloth.  $2.00. 

The  discourses  comprised  In  this  volume  were  delivered 
before  the  Iheido^cal  Acsilemy,  at  .kndover  and  have 
been  pronounced  by  the  profesa"rs  of  that  Inslltutluu,  re- 
markwly  clear,  thoughtful  and  able. 


BUDS  FOR  THE  BRIDAL  WREATH.  By 
Rev.  W.  1*.  Tilukn.  a  new  edition.  Ilnleil  paper, 
Klcgantly  bound.  $1.50.  An  elegant  little  marriage 
offering. 

By  OLIVER  OPTIC. 

BITOr  AC  AND  BATTLE :  or,  the  Strugglee  of 
a  .Soldier.  16mo.  lUutlraie<l.  $1.2.'). 

THE  ONWARD  AND  UPWARD  SERIKS. 
4  volumes  (boxed).  Per  vol.,  $l.-25. 

1.  FIF.LD  AND  FOREST;  or,  Tlie  Fortunee  of  a 

Foundling. 

2.  rL.VNE  A.SD  PL.VNK;  or,  The  Mlshapiofa 

Mechanic. 

2.  DESK  AND  DEBIT;  or.  The  Calastrophea  of  a 
Clerk. 

4.  CRINGLE  AND  CROSSTREE;  or.  The  Sea 

Swashes  of  a  Sailor. 

5.  BIVOUAC  AND  B.VTTLE ;  or,  Tha  Struggles 

of  a  Soldier. 

OLIVER  OPTIC’S  ALMANAC  for  Boys  and  GIrla, 
1872.  Containing  besides  Calendar,  Diaries,  and  iiseAiI 
Infoi-matiun  regarding  Hie  Seasons,  Ac.,  a  Clirlatinas 
Story  by  Oliver  Optic,  enttileil,  ”  Golden  CUrisiiuas; 
or,  the  Se'en  Sleepers  of  cheat  Street,"  with  twelve 
llhutratioiis.  A  Thankagivlng  Story  by  Elijah  Kel¬ 
logg,  eniltled,  "  Ilow  Jllss  Nancy  Grant  bent  her 
Twigs.”  A  'Tableau  Eniertainiiient  by  George  51. 
Uaker,  entitled,  "  ibe  Seven  Ages,”  wllb  twelve 
illustrations,  .kiso,  twelve  OiU-page  lUustratl'ins, 
Ac.,  Jle.,  the  whole  forming  one  of  the  most  original, 
unloue,  and  attractive  hooks  for  Young  People  ever 
published.  Price,  26  cents. 

OLIVER  OPTIC’S  MAGAZINE,  Vols.  9  and  10, 
1871.  Containing  two.Seiial  Stories  by  Oliver  Optic; 
two  Serial  Stories  by  EUjab  Kellogg;  o'ne  Serial  Story 
by  Sophie  .May;  Stoiles,  Sketches,  Dialogues,  Dec¬ 
lamations,  Puzzles,  Rebuses,  Ac.  822  pp.,  with 
numerous  (Bll-page  iUutt'  ations.  Handsomely  bound 
In  cloth.  2  Tols.  In  one,  $2.50. 


By  ELUAH  KELLOGG. 

THE  SOPHOM4)RES  OF  BADCLIFFE:  or, 

James  Trailun  and  Ills  Dosom  Friends.  16uio.  illus¬ 
trated.  $1.25. 

By  SOPHIX  ITAT. 

THK  I>OCTOR*.S  DAUGHTER.  A  Rtory  of 
Girlhood.  (Repilnteil  irora  **  Oliver  Ontlc't  Maga¬ 
zine.’*)  16mo.  Twelve  Illustrations.  $1.50. 


SINGULAR  CREATURES;  being  Studies  and 
stories  from  the  Doniesllc  ZonJogy  of  our  Tailsh.  Bv 
Mrs.  Gkokgr  C'i  im’LEs  Author  of  **  Dilven  to  Sea, 
Jtc.  It^uo.  UlusUatod.  Cloth,  $1.25. 


ty  Sold  by  all  Booksellers  and  Newsdealeri. 

LUE  &  SHEFABD,  Fablishers,  Boston. 

LEE,  SHEFABD,  &  DILLINGHAM,  New  York. 


Now  is  Time  to  remove  Moth-Patchks, 
Frrcklbs,  Tan,  and  all  brown  disculoratiuns 
from  the  facw  by  nsin;;  Perkt’s  Moth  and 
Frrckiji  Lotion.  Hold  by  Druggisto  evary- 
wlwre.  Oapob  49  B<nid  fhn^  New  ToiIl 


WHITE’S 

SPECIALTY 
For  Dyspepsia. 


North  Somerville,  Maaa.,  OcL,  ’71. 
Mr.H.  O.  WHITE; 

Dear  Sir ;  I  waa  troubled  'with  Dyapepala 
for  a  rear,  tryluR  all  kinda  of  medicine  with¬ 
out  effect,  until  I  uaed  yuiir  Specialty,  lly 
uaiuK  it  a  abort  time  I  waa  cured  and  can  eat 
any  food  without  trouble. 

Tour’a  truly, 

ORBTN  H.  -WEBER, 
Policeman,  No.  Somerville,  Maaa. 


SYMPTOMS  OF  DYSPEPSIA 

Are  Loss  of  Apuetlte,  Wind  and  Rising  of  Food,  Dryness 
In  the  mouth,  Koartbuin,  Distention  of  the  Stomacfi  and 
Rowels,  Cosilveness,  Ileaitache,  Dlz'/.iness,  SleeplesKness 
and  Low  Spirits;  unless  checked  It  surely  affects  the 
mind  as  well  as  body,  and  nnllts  one  for  the  duties  of  life 
In  a  short  time. 

Prepared  only  by 

H.  C.  WHITE, 

27  Court  St.  (opp.  Court  House),  Boston,  Mass.  Price, 
$1.00  per  bottle.  Sold  by  all  Druggisis. 


■a  A  niA  the  parlor,  send  a 

B  la  1 1  ■  Staiiii)  for  a  price  list.  HARTZ 
III  null#  CONJURING  REPOSITORT, 
No.  743  Broasiway,  New  Tork.  With  llsrtz's 
Magic  Enchie  Pack,  the  m<«t  astoumling  card  tilcki 
c.-ui  be  duae  without  practice.  $2,  |iost  free,  with  a  l»H>k 
of  Tricks  arranged  by  M.  Hartz  that  will  furnish 
amuseiaaat  iur  a  month. 


$12  TO  $24  A  DAYa 

.kgents  waalad  la  evary  Ceaaty  In  the  United  states  ta 

sail  a  aawly  pataaMd  articia  af  great  aUty  and  aksulauD 


PALMER,  BACHELDERS  ft  CO., 

162  Washington  Street, 


▲KMOCMOI  THBIX 


Holiday  Assortment 

OF 

Presentation  Silver : 

Tea  Seta  ;  Deaaert  Seta  ; 

Butter  Diahea  ;  Vaaea;  Cupa  ; 
Goblets  ;  Napkin  Bings,  tPc. 

Fine  Gold  Watches, 

From  tha  hast  Amarican  Jlanulhctorltt ;  also  the 

Afljusted  Watches  of  Messrs.  Fatek, 
Philippe  Ac  Co.,  Geneva. 

CHAINS : 

Gents’  Vest,  and  Ladies’  Opera  Leontine 
Watch  Chaim.  Necklaces,  with  Lockets. 

CLOCKS, 

From  Paris,  for  Parlor  Use ;  Artistic  Bronze 
Groups,  Statuettes,  fto. 

JEWELRY, 

In  Gold,  of  Choice  Desiffns  :  Coral  Head  Sets  f 
Stone  Cameos  ;  Oriental  Pearls  f  Diamonds, 


No.  162  Washington  Street, 

BOSTON. 

PALMER,  BAGHELDERS  ft  CO. 

B  AUIVEB  AGH’S 

NEW  COLLECTION  OF 

SACRED  MUSIC. 

Those  who  have  beenllnxlonsly  waiting  (hr  Its  appear¬ 
ance  may  now  aend  their  orders;  and  net  one .  will  be  dis¬ 
appointed  In  the  quality  of  music.  Te  Denms,  It«ne- 
dlcltea,  Reaponaes,  Glorias,  Anthems,  Solos, 
Duets,  Sentences,  and  nil  flrst  class— none  better. 
Large,  clear,  legible  type,  a  great  recommendation. 

Price  In  Cloth,  SR.SO;  Boards,  Sii.OO. 

Sent,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  retail  price. 

OLIVER  DITSON  ft  CO.,  Boston. 
C.  H.  DITSON  ft  CO.,  New  York 


The  Choral  Tribute ! 

By  L.  O.  EMERSON. 

’This  (hvorlte  collection  of  Church  Music  continues  te 
sell  largely,  and  Is  the 

LEADING  BOOK 

of  the  season. 

Price  S1.50. 

Sent,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  retail  price. 

OLIVER  DITSON  ft  CO.,  Boston. 
CHAS.  H.  DITSON  ft  CO.,  New  York 


A  SUPERB  HOLIDAY  BOOK. 


The  Story  of  a  Bad  Boy. 

BT 

THOMAS  BAILEY  ALDRICH. 

Proftisely  Illuatrated.  $1.50. 

"Torn  Bailey  has  captivated  an  hts  acqnalntanres. 
He  must  he  adiled  hereafter  to  the  hoys’  gallenr  oi  favor¬ 
ite  characters,  idde  by  side  with  Hoblnson  ('rnsiM>,  and 
the  Swiss  Family  Robinson,  and  Tom  Brown  at  Rugby, 
while  we  older  folks  can  laugh  as  heartily  aa  anytaaly 
over  hia  adventnrea  ami  relish  bis  history  much  more 
than  we  do  the  real  narratives  of  grown -up  men  and 
women.  Mr.  Ablrlch’i  style  has  a  fine  flavoroiis 
humor,  and  withont  the  least  anpesranca  of  effort  he 
draws  eontinnaUv  upon  an  Inexhaustible  store  of  fun. 
lliere  Is  a  deUghtfil  air  c.f  reahty  about  the  places  and  in- 
cldenu  of  Ua  story."- Jew- /’•rl  Trilnmt. 

“The  delight  ef  all  the  schoolboys.”— iVeie-rbri  Ob- 
terver. 


V  For  sals  hy  aU  Booksellers.  Sent,  post-paid,  on  r*. 
celpt  of  Its  price' by  the  Publishers, 

JAMES  E.  OSGOOD  &  GO., 


t)ECT:MnF,R  30,  1871.] 


EVERY  SATURDAY. 
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ROGERS’ 

GROUPS  OF 

STATUARY. 


James  R.  Osgood  &  Co.’s 

lULUSTRATED 

HOLIDAY  BOOKS, 

For  the  Season  1871-72. 


SPECIAL  NOTICE 

200  Washington  Street. 


Until  the  drat  of 
January  these  (Jroup. 
will  be  uehveroU  (lee 
of  exismse,  at  niiy  lail- 
ruail  station  in  the 
I  iiiteU  Stales  i>n  le- 
t  eii.t  of  pi  lee. 

hueluse  Slump  fur  U- 
lustiittcd  euialouue  and 
piiee-hst  to  JOUX 
KtlGKKS,  -JU  Fifth 
Avenue,  fsew  Vork. 


UuSTUN,  Dec.  9, 1871. 

From  this  date  nntll  January  Ist  we  offer  the  foUowlng 
Sjieclal  llaigains  in  our  Uetail  Dciiaitmeiils:  — 

C’tSTOM  Department.  Fines,  tioruiau  lilcots  Im- 
porieil-madu  hy  Wiese  Brotheis,  in  Worden,  I’russii 
—  stilismade  to  order  for  Fifty  Dollars  (Coat  fiJU.l'an- 
taloons  $13,  Vest  7).  We  puarantceihesettoods  to  be  tlie 
best  <pi;Uiiy  of  Tricot  Coating  to  ho  foitiul  in  this  country. 

Best  Kiighsh  Jllxed  .Suliings,  suits  made  to  order  for 
FoBTi-FivE  Dollars  (Coat  til,  Fantoloons  Sli.  Vest 


“ISN’T  IT  BEAUTIFUL?” 

WHITTEMORE* 

Washstand  Cornice. 


Longfellow’s  Poems. 

New  and  complete  lUastrated  Oflitfon.  From  entirelr 
new  electrotype  platen,  and  containing  more  than 
2.'50  Illustrations  by  the  best  English  and  Ameri¬ 
can  artists.  Octavo.  $12.50. 

This  elegant  holiday  \»liimc  is  the  first  illustrated  edi¬ 
tion  of  I^  ngiellow’s  Complete  Poetical  Works;  it  is  em¬ 
bellished  wilh  numerousiUustrations  by  the  first  designers 
of  Europe  and  America,  and  is  printed  with  the  utmost 
care.  ; 


The  Sjmmetrizer  t  The  Sjmmetrizer  I  The  Symmetrizer  I 
Health,  Beauty,  and  Economy. 

BANNING’S  NEWLY  INVENTED  BACK 
SUPPORT  AND  SHOULDER  BRACE. 


Best  American  ^lixe.l  Suitings —manufactui-o  of  Ed¬ 
ward  Harris,  Woonsocket,  It.  1.;  Jesse  Eddy  A  Sons,  F.all 
River,  M'vss.,  and  others.  Suit.s  made  to  order,  Foctt 
Dollars  (Coat  $i4.  Pantaloons  $10,  Vest  $6). 

Fine  Heavy  lin;K)ried  lleavers,  black,  blue,  brown,  and 
daldia,  m  uiufactured  by  F.  Uiolley  Sons,  in  Verviers, 
Rclgi'iui,  nn<l  C.  F.  Schnabel, in  Huckeswagen,  Prussia; 
Overcoats  made  to  order,  Tiiikty-five  I>oll.\iui. 

Best  ipiaUty  English  and  French  Cassimeres,  all  of  this 
seas  >n’s  Importation  .and  good  styles.  Pantaloons  made  to 
order,  Twelve  1)oll.\ih. 

These  lai  ge  rtnluctions  in  prices  will  make  no  iliff^'renco 
In  the  (piallty  of  the  work  (wliloh  wo  guarantee  shall  be 
first-class  in  all  respects),  as  wo  desire  to  keep  all  oiir 
bands  employed  through  tho  winter,  and  8h.all  pay  them 
full  prices  for  thMr  Ia*>or. 

Wo  also  offer  in  our  Retail  Clothino  Department 
an  assorted  l-*t  of  business  suits,  m;vle  fixmi  American  and 
English  da*  k-inixed,  all-wool  suitings  of  good  tiuality,  for 
Twentt-onk  D.jllaus  per  81  it.  (Walking Coat,  FrtKjk, 
or  Derby  Sack  $li.  Pantaloons  ${3,  Vest  $1.)  Thc8>  suits 
arc  worth  t  >  $  l'i. 

Also,  a  lot  of  Recdng  Jackets  of  fine  French  blue  Ve- 
lon.'S  for  $15,  worth  $15.  Also  a  lot  of  Reefing  J:ickcls 
mifle  the  tiniest  tjorman  fur  beavers,  \7ith  lino  wool 
linings,  f  »r  $J0  each,  worth  5i0. 

These  g-nnl.s  have  all  be.m  manufactured  In  the  best 
possible  m  tnnir  In  our  own  worUshops,  during  the  pres¬ 
ent  season,  and  ai'e  some  of  the  best  bargains  wo  have 
ever  offered.  Te^ms,  Cusli. 


(Patented  September,  1870.) 

Designed  to  protect  wails  from  the  spattering  of  water 
while  washing.  It  not  onl>'  serves  as  a  complete  protec¬ 
tion  to  the  wan,  but  makes  the  washstand 

A  BEAi  riFUL  ARTICLE  OF  FURNITURE. 

Altachetl  to  the  Cornice  are  two  arms  swinging  on  a 
pivot,  to  which  mav  be  adde<l  a  Lambrequin  of  either 
hlusbn.  Rep,  or  Lacc  ;  or  the  arms  can  be  swung  out  and 
used  as  a  TOWEL  U.VCK. 

r.legant  designs  in  Wnhmi  .and  Ash,  with  mottled  wtod 
omamenls,  hung  with  rich  Lace  Curtains. 

Of  Elaborate  Patt<fm . 93.00 

Same,  withont  Cartains  •  •  •  •  2.00 

.Hem  to  anv  pan  of  the  country  on  receipt  of  aiu'  uiii 
Liberal  discount  to  the  tnuie.  All  onlers  addresseil  to 


WHO  8IIOCLD  WEAR  IT  ? 

First.  All  who  find  it  dilficuU  to  maintain  an  ele¬ 
gant  bearing. 

Second.  All  who,  from  habit  or  occupation,  are  dis¬ 
posed  to  droop. 

'l  iiiKD.  All  who  have  dull  pains  and  sense  of  oppres- 
sit'n  about  the  Chest;  also  short  cough  on  attempting  full 
inspimiion. 

I  (>i  KTii.  All  who  have  any  tendency  to  bleed  at  the 
Lunes. 

Fifth.  All  who  have  sense  of  twitching  pain  in  Back 
with  fferpieui  desire  to  place  both  bunds  on  llips,  to  lean 
back, "rind  <lraw  u  1  ^ng  bie  ith. 

Sixth.  Ail  Proiessionnl  men,  Btiokkcepers,  Account¬ 
ants,  Clerks,  and  others  who  are  c(»mpelled  to  bend  o\er 
the  desk. 

Seventh.  All  persons  (boih  luliesor  gcnilemen)  who 
operate  on  Sewing  or  other  Machines. 

Eichth.  All  lax-fibred  and  ftst-growing  childi'en, 
scli<Hd-i  hildi‘en  cspoci:dly.  Parents  who  regard  the 
futuin  symmetry  and  health  of  their  childi'en,  will  do 
w'l'li  to  investigate  the  merits  of  the  Syniiiielrizer. 

It  gives  a  symmetry  to  the  form,  an  elasticity  to  the 
step,  and  an  immunity  from  fatigue,  that  uot/ut.g  else  can 
imuait.  For  sale  everywhere;  Diy-Lioods  and  C<»untry 
Merchants,  Fjishi*  »nabIo  Dress-Making,  Tailoring  and 
Clothing  Establishments  will  be  enabled  to  supply  their 
cust«tmers. 

RETAIL  PRICE,  FIVE  DOEEARS. 

How  to  be  mea.sui'ed :  1st,  Number  of  inches  around  the 
body  close  under  each  aim ;  2d,  height  of  ]>arty  ordering. 

B.LNNING  &.  CO.,  3  Dcy  St.,  .Manufacturers,  Whole¬ 
sale  .and  Retail  Dealers.  Toe  Symmetrizer  sent  to  any 

address  on  receipt  ofvrice. 


Child  Life 


A  collection  of  Poetry  for  the  Young,  selected  and  edited 
by  John  Gseenleaf  Whittier,  with  an  Introduc- 
toT}'  Essay.  Illustrated  with  60  hamlsomc  engravings. 
Small  quarto.  Bevelled  and  gilt.  $.3.00. 

The  wide  range  and  cx<iaisite  taste  of  selection,  the 
abundant  illustrations,  and  the  mechanical  execution  of 
this  IsMik,  can  hardly  fail  to  win  Ibr  it  the  large  and 
popular  (avor  it  so  richly  merits. 


LORD  &  TAYLOR, 

SOLE  AGENTS, 

Corner  Broadway  Si  20th  Street,  New  York. 


Edwin  Booth  in  Twelve  Dra¬ 
matic  Characters. 

Thirteen  Pictorial  IB^istrations  of  his  chorai'ters  in 
Tnigeilj-  and  Comedy.  Drawn  in  costume  by  W.  J. 
HENNI.SST  from  life,  and  encravotl  by  W.  J.  Lintox. 
Wlih  biograpliii-:>l  and  critical  sketch  of  the  Actor 
by  WiLUAM  V.’iXTEE.  Lituc  ((narto,  heiuitifully 
printol  and  bound.  $10.00. 

The  well-known  ability  of  Mr.  Hennessy  and  Mr. 
Linton  is  ample  iniarantee  for  the  bli.'b  artistic  merit  of 
the  work,  while  its  typogiaphlcal  and  mcelianical  execu* 
lion  is  as  perfect  as  American  taste  and  skill  can  make  it. 


NEW  1871  PATTEBN- SIMPLE  AS  OLD  V 
TOOTH. 

Not  One  Failed  in  20,000. 

N.  Y.  AUSBICAN  IXSTITI  TE  Faie  BI'ILDIXO, 
Nov.  4,  lc71. 

E. M.  Botxtos,  78  Beekman  St.,  New  York:  Sir, 
This  certitics  that  I  .saw  Hie  LiaUlmrit'  Cross-Cut 
Saw  woiked  by  hand,  by  two  iiicn,  Nov.  ',  at  ibis 
Fair.  Said  men  anu  saw  cut  i-fl  a  sound  8  x  :i  inch 
chestnut  log  in  3^7  seconds;  and  16  cuts  of  same, 
cvntinuuiubj,  in  two  minutes  and  18  seconds,  <  r  at  a 
rale  of  a  cord  of  woisl  in  less  than  nine  minutes. 
I  am  salisllcd  that,  for  all  lairjasesoi  cruss-eiUiine 
iarae  and  small  timber,  your  cross-cut.,  ami  wood 
saw's  have  no  rival  in  steed,  case,  anti  simtlicity. 

I  believe  their  unncrsal  use  wttald  .save  ,a  vast 
amount  of  nicney  and  time,  ami  liRhicn  iliu  toil  of 
millions  of  men.  J.  YV.  BL.VKE, 

Sup’t  .and  Engineer  .ttncrican  Institute  Fair. 

A  sharp 6-1'i  ot  Cn  ss-Cut  and  a  Wood  .Saw  sent  on 
receipt  of  Six  Dollars. 

1  Most  of  the  laritc 


Macullar,  Williams  &  Parker. 


Uoraiu  IVatirs,  -181  Broatlway,  New  Y'ork. 
ill  tlinpisu  of  ilNE  lir.NJillLD  1  lAMiS,  ,MEL 


BEST  GIFT 

FOR  THE  « 

nOLlDAVH, 

For  Ever)/  Boy  or  Girl, 


will  tlinpisu  of  tiNE  lir.MiBLD  1  lAMIS,  JIELO- 
DKONS  and  OR(tANS  I'f  six  ilrat-tdass  makera,  inclml- 
in^r  Waiuv’s,  at  extremely  low  1'i:ice8  for  cash, 
Di  uiNO  THIS  MONTH,  oi*  Will  tako  fiom  $4  t«)  $20  monthly 
until  paid.  A  new  hind  of  PAULOU  OUliAN,  the  most 
bonuriful  style  and  petfect  tone  ever  made,  now  vn  exhi- 
bliion. 


The  Luck  of  Rearing  Camp, 
and  other  Sketches. 

By  Bret  Harte.  Holiday  edition,  with  six  lUustiations 
by  S.  Ettinge,  Jr.  Large  quarto.  $8.00. 

This  sumptuous  holiday  book  includes  Mr.  Ilarte’s 
most  fomous  skei  dies  of  Cnlifomia  frontier  life.  These 
are  illustrated  with  large  liunrtn  drawings  by  Mr.  Sol 
Ettinge,  Jr.,  who  ha.smade  close  study  of  the  cbaractera 
and  incidents  of  these  unsurpassed  pictures  of  American 
border-life. 


THEA-NECTAR 


. . .  _  Hardware  Jobbing  Houses  in 

H  Atneiica  now  lum  ilc  my  goods. 

Agents  wanted  where  the  hardware  trade  do  not  sell 
the  genuine,  which  has  my  name  an»l  warnini  on  each 
saw.  Agimts  in  Bost-n:  Eat»  n,  \Vellin»(t'»n  J:  Co.; 
IL’mer,  Di.sliopA  Co.;  Bntl^  Johnson  «k  Co.;  Sciidder, 
Rogir  A  Co.  E.  M.  BOraTt>:N,  No.  78  Beekman 
St.,  Now  York. 


I  JOB  PRINTING  PRESS, 

Eiitcrtainin;;,  Instructive,  ProflU 

MYnuficturcl  for  Dfllue  Use  and 
General  Job  Printers. 

Send  lui  illiistrsteil  l*:im|Jilet  to 

O,  WOODS,  Manufaeturer , 
3^1  Feleral  Street,  Boston,  JLiss.;  W.  Y.  Edwauds,  .541 
ISroailwYy,  New  York;  Kelli'.y,  Howell  &  Li  uwio, 
917  .Market  Street,  Philmleliihia.  I’a.;  Kellou  >V:  Loo¬ 
mis,  45  W.  Washington  Street,  Cluc.ago,  Ill.,  Agents. 


WITH  THE 

Green  Tea  Flavor. 

BRk  WWARR.\NTED  TO  SUIT 
gWpgM  ALL  TASTES. 

For  Sale  Everywhere, 

And  for  sale  Wholesale  only  by  the 


BILLIARD  TABLL,  complete  with  full 
si/e  Dalis  and  Cues.  Quick  Rubber  fkishions. 
Diagram  free.  The  speckiUy  for  the  holiilavs.  AHHOr 
&  NICHOLLS,  D-j  LilKsrty  Sti-eei,  New  York. 


1>IFLES  SHOT-GUN’S,  FK  VOL  VERS,  Gun 
-1$.  Aiatcrial.  Write  fT  Price-Usl  to  liUE.V't  WES¬ 
TERN  HUN  WORKS,  Pilisburg,  Fa.  Army  Huns, 
Revohera,  ctic., bought  or  tradeil  for.  Agents  wmHefi. 


My  Summer  in  a  Garden. 

By  Charixs  Di  dlet  Warner.  Illustrated  Holiday 
edition.  Wilh  12  fall-page  pictures  by  F.O.  C.  Dae- 
LF.T.  Small  quarto.  $3.00. 

A  tasteftil  cilition  cf  Mr.  Wnmer’s  exquisitely  humor- 
IxKik,  with  illustritions  of  of  its  numerous  pic¬ 

turesque  scenes  from  th«  jiencil  of  Mr.  Daflet,  who  hns 
found  congeniid  subjects  fur  lus  artistic  fancy  in  the 
sketches  of  lids  delightful  volume. 


JOSEPH  GILLOTT’S 

•  CELEBRATED 

STIZEIX^  PESI\rS 


(506.  No.  8  Church  St.,  N.Y. 

Send  for  Thea-Nectar  Circular. 


Reduction  of  Prices 


Mold  by  all  dealer,  throughoat  Ibe 
world. 

Every  Packet  bears  the  Fac-Slmlle  of  his  signature. 


TO  COXEOBU  TO 

RKDUCTION  OF  DUTIES. 

Great  Saving  to  Oonsumfers 

BY  GKTTING  UP  CLUBS. 

ry  .8oii!l  fur  our  New  Price-List  .and  a  Club  Form  will 
a;’comp;m.v  it  vontalnln!!  lull.rtire.’tlone  -uiaking  a>  large 
saving  to  conaumoi's  ami  reniiinoiative  to  dull  organizers. 

THE  GREAT  AMERICAN  TEA  CO., 

31  &  33  VKSEY  STREET, 

P.  O.  Box  5(M3.  New  York. 


A  Whole  Library  and  Picture  Gal¬ 
lery  for  the  delight  of  Children.” 


Bret  Harte’s  Poems. 


Ked  Line  Eiiltlon.  Complete,  with  Twelve  lllustrationa 
by  various  artists.  .8maU  quarto.  $1..'S0. 

A  heaiitlftil  holiday  edition  of  the  “  Heathen  Chinee,’* 
“  Jim,"  “  Cicely,”  .and  other  <  f  Mr.  ILarte's  popular  poems 
in  dialect.  It  .als.,  inolmlcs  ail  the  other  poems  contained 
in  the  two  volumes  previourlj-  published  by  James  R. 
Osgood  &  Co.,  .and  is  embelhsheil  with  numerous  illus- 
tratlors  by  Mr.  Evtixgk,  and  otiicr  artist...  It  is  uniform 
with  the  tasteful  and  jxipular  Reti  Litie  Editions  of  Loxg- 
TELLow,  Wiiittiee,  Lowell,  Texntsok,  Scott,  and 
Mbs.  Bkownisc. 


MANl’FACTUBF.RS’  WAREHOUSE, 

91  JOHN  ST.,  NEW  YORK, 

JOSEPH  GILLOTT  &  SONS. 
HENRY  OWEN,  Sole  Ag;ent. 


NONSENSE 


Read  what  Is  said  of  iL 

“  Nomatte”h')wba<l  the  com¬ 
plexion.  1  ( an  aver  «»f  my  own 
knuwleiige  that  •  nee  impreg¬ 
nated  with  I’EARL’S  WHITE 
GLYCERINE  the  skin  be- 
I  comes  absolutely  beautifhl.” 

I  “  A  pure,  clear,  rich  and  bril¬ 
liant  skin  or  complexion  In¬ 
variably  c('mes  by  the  use  of 
yourretlnod  WliileGlvcerine.” 
A.  L.  JONES  tt  CO..  2*»9  Broad- 
_  -  _  Dniggisis. 

Sent  anywhere  on  receipt  of  the  price,  91.50. 


Songs,  Stories,  Botany,  and 
Alphabets. 

WITH  148  NONSENSE  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

By  EDWABQ  TY-AR . $2.00. 


Ull  Crockery  and  Cf  la*. 
HSlfWare,  Porcclaln-dc- 
Tollet  Ware,  Cunpiwlore*, 


Bleaches 
the  Skill  to 
perfect  , 
clearness  | 
and  purity. 


Terre,  Enanielled  Toilet  Ware,  Cuspoflores, 
Parlor  Spittoons,Parinn  Statuettes  and  Vas¬ 
es,  Silrer-Platefl  W’are,  Cutlery,  and  German 
Study  Lamps,  and  otiur  useful  and  urnaiiicntal  guuds 
for  sale  wholes  ilc  and  retail  bv 

D.  B.  STEDHAN  Sc  CO., 

126  Summer  St.,  cor.  HiKh  St.,  Boston. 


Oldtown  Fireside  Stories 


By  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe.  With  Vignette  of  “  Snm 
Lawson,  the  Story-Teller,”  and  13  Illustrations  l>y 
D.vrlet,  Ilorrix,  and  Harlet.  Large  l.mo.  $2.00. 

Nearly  one-half  of  this  book  is  entirely  new.  The  whole 
of  it  Is  in  the  classic  Yan!;ec  dialect  for  which  Sam 
Lawson  is  noted,  and  alH)imus  in  shrewd  remarks  nnd 
quaint  moral  reflections.  Several  of  the  characters 
that  flgnretl  consi*icuously  in  “  Oliltown  Folks  **  reapi^ear 
in  this  scries  of  charming  anil  characteristic  stories,  ta 
which  the  Ulustratious  atkl  a  delightful  emphasis. 


‘**Thc  Book  of  Nonsense*  Is  an  extravagant  thing 
rightly  named.  It  is  ilbiRtrate<l  with  pictuies  as  gr»>- 
tesque  ami  as  nonsensical  :is  the  letter-press,  and  bound  in 
ami  attraeiive  cover.  Tennyson  thinks  it  veiy  funny,  ami 
tlio  Sal'trdaif  7lfvir*r.  tho  Lnrdt/tt  Alhencfuni.  .iml  the 
Spectator  hivo  la;iglie;)  iranioiiovately  over  tlic  London 
etliJ  i<  n.  This  is  the  table  of  contend ;  — 

**  Sovsens''  The  Owl  and  the  Pussy  Cat.  —  The 

Duck  nml  the  Kanea*’ *0.  —  The  Dmidy  Long-U*g8  and 
the  Flv.  Th’.;  .Turablios. -The  NiK-rra<  kers  and  the 
Sugar- Fongs.  —  (’alico  Pie. —  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Spikky  Spar¬ 
row.  —  Th«  Broom,  the  Shovel,  the  Poker,  and  the  Tongs. 
—  The  Table  and  I  lie  Chair. 

'*  yorsertfc  Stories :  The  Story  of  the  Four  Little 
Children  who  went  round  the  Workl.  —  The  History  of  the 
Seven  Families  «-n  the  Igiko  Pipplo  Popple. 

**  yor sense  Coolertf.  —  yortense  Botany.^ yonsense 
Alphabets^  —  1.  ‘2, 3.”—  y.  V.  Evening  Post. 

**  In  th^  ideal  of  non.simse,  Mr.  Lear  stands  at  the  ^'ery 
summit  of  the  human  race.*'— Zosdon  Spectator, 


Itkl  ft  A  A  MONTH!  EMPLOYriILNT ! 
ExtrA  Induwments! 

A  Premium  HOR^  'K  and  WAGON  fw  Agents. 

We  desire  to  emoloy  agenis  for  a  term  of  seven 
rears,  to  sell  Ihe  Buckeye  $.^.00  Shuttle  Sewinc  Machines, 
It  m.aken  a  stitch  alike  (»n  l)oth  sides,  and  is  the  t)cst  low- 
>rlced,  licensed  machine  in  the  world.  W.  A,  HEN¬ 
DERSON  &  CO.,  Cleveland,  Ohio,  orSi.  Louis,  Mo, 


HUNTER’S  GUIDE.  Boys!  why  huy  receipts 
ami  Worthless  books?  .*50,(90  of  the  ul>ovc  stan- 
danl  and  reliable  tniok  have  been  sold.  It  tells  how  to 
H'  NT,  Tiiap.  and  Fisn,  to  catch  all  animals  from  bear  to 
mink.  I’o  tan  furs,  make  traps  and  boats,  &c.  Nearly 
Iftfl  pages.  Avoid  snu’lous  biurks  ^get  the  best.  Onlv 
Cenis,  sent  post-paid  by  HUNTER  «fe  CO.,  Publishers, 
Hinsdale,  N.H. 


Their  Wedding  Journey. 


the  nursery  favorite  safety  pin. 


By  W.  D.  Howells.  I'Zmu.  With  30  IBoMations  bjr 
Horpix.  $2.00. 

Thp  artistic  ilescripti.'ns  of  characters,  rlhccs,  anil  inci¬ 
dents;  the  fine  ('l'.servation,  which  detects  wh.at  ordinary 
spectator*  eillier  sec  inoiieiiuatcly  or  miss  altogether^ 
Ibe  delichtfiil  humor  which  pervades  the  whole ;  .and  the- 
simplo  beauty  of  style— ail  these  combine  to  render  tbia 
story  one  of  the  most  attractive  ever  published  in  America.. 


p  ai  J  ■  a  Solicited  by  MUNN  &  Co.,  Pub- 
I  yA  1 9  f  I  bX  Ushers  of  Scientifle  .\inerican,  37 
1*^1  Park  Row,  New  York. 

Twenty-five  years’  Experience. 

Pamphlets  containing  Patent  Laws  with  fuU  direc¬ 
tions  how  to  obtain  Patents,  free. 

A  bound  vohimo  of  118  pages,  containing  the  New 
Census  hv  counties  and  large  cities,  140  Engrn.ings  of 
Mechanical  m  ivenients.  Patent  Laws  and  rule*  for  ob¬ 
taining  patents,  moiUd  on  receipt  i.f  35  cents. 


Patented  Auff.  2nth,  187 !• 

Beauty,  Economy,  Utility,  Safety. 

T/*f  and  most  perfect  Pin  ever  made, 
it  takes  ii  inches  of  leire  to  construct  one  Pin. 

oblections  constantly  made  by  those  using 
I  K  .  •  them,  the  vriro  is  forme  1  into  along 

5?  a  %*'‘^8plral  ctfil.  The  j'in  is  i>ointod  at  the  end.  and  is 
®bane,  which  will  allow  It  tt»  easily  pene- 
a/'*'®  more  tnicknesses  of  cloth.  When  co’nniictl, 
frfint  is  iierfocriy  cn<'losdd  and  secure,  ami  can- 
noioecomo  loosened  cxcejvt  by  hand  manipulation;  they 
P'O  jwrfcct  Mtijifiiciiim.  Liberal  iudiicoinonfA  offeiixl  to 
Lval  ami  fiavelUng  .Agents  wrmfo^l  cverv- 
pins  iri  keii  In  a  neat  little  liox,  nml 
tttld^.’^  on  re’»  int  tf  one  dolli”. 

ikJL  w'  O  >OLIXXLK  CO.,  fiJlA  Broiid- 


For  sale  by  all  Booksellers, 
ceipt  of  price  by  the  Publishei’s, 


JAMES  B.  OSGOOB  &  CO. 

BOSTON. 


**♦  These  books  will  be  sold  hy  all  Book.sellers,  or  wdtt 
be  sgnt,  on  receipt  of  price  by  the  PiiWlshers, 


l>AILROAT),  State,  Citv,  OouiDv  aud 

XL  TOWN  JiONDS.  of  nil  kinds.  POIT.HT  and  SOLD 
hv  .TOHN  T.  HANNA,  27  Wall  Street,  Ntov 
Y’ork.  In-estment  Becuritiw  a  spMialty.  UuutatiOB 
LiaM  fiunMui  to  tgv—tnra 


\  MONTH  — Horse  and  outfit  ftirnished. 
Adiitess.  Noveltt  Co.,  Saco,  Jle. 


JAMES  R.  OSGOOD  &  CO, 

BOSTON. 


A  Month  and  exiiensListopKMlcanvjiaKevs, 

fi—ptoefto.  0.11.  LININOTOK)OMcRgo« 


EVERY  SATURDAY. 


'ECEMBER 


THE  LATEST  WORKS 


CleGonger,  Toussaint,  Mathurin 
Moreau,  Dumaige,  Carrier, 
Wo<^n,  Picault,  &o. 


GRAND  PIECES 

MANTEL  SETS,  &C., 


IN  THE  fflSTORICAL  STYLES. 


From  Barbedlenne, 


REDUCTIONS  FROM  THE  ANTIQUE 
AND  CLOISONNE  ENAMELS. 


TIFFAITY  &  CO, 


Union  Square,  New  York. 


(HUD,  SQUARE,  AND  UPRIGHT  PIANOS, 

WUa  AWA>DBD  TBI 

FIRST  GRAND  COLD  MEDAL, 

World’s  Fair  Paris  1867  and  London,  1862. 
THE  STEINWAY  PIANOS 

Ai«  unlTMuUr  eoDcadad  to  bo 

The  Leading  Pirst-Glass  Piano 


TM*'.  AMKRICAN’  ORGAN  contains  the  latest  improvements. 

IT  in  VNRIVAtiI.KD  in  tone  and  in  henutjr  of  exterior. 
lU.i;STBATKD  CATAIdMSVKS  sent  free.  Address 

THE  8MITH  AMERICAN  ORGAN  CO.,  Boston,  Maaa. 


LIFE  AND  ACCIDKKT  INBCaANCE 
IcOMTANT, of  Hsrtford,  Conn.  Cash  Asasts, 
tlAW.»t.  OnnU  LIFE  and  ENDOW¬ 
MENT  PoUclss,  sf  all  spprsvsd  ibrmi.  Am- 
pls  Ssenritr,  Low  Betas.  Also  Insnrss  scainit 
ACCIDENTS,  esniiiic  daatk  sr  tstsl  dls- 
abiUtj.  FoUcisswrtttanbF  tbs  Fssr  or  month. 
Has  paid  S700  per  dap  for  Savon  Taarn 
In  benellts  to  puUsj-holdim. 


PRATTS  ASTRAL  OIL. 

’nade.  WILI.  NOT  EXPLODE  OR  TAKE  FIRE  IF  LAMP  18 

UPSET  .\ND  URUKE.N.  MiUi,iiu  of  ssUoiu  Uavs  been  sold,  and  an  accidents  bave 
ever  occurred  (hxn  iu 

on,  HOUSE  OF  CHAS.  PRATT,  ITEW  TORE, 

EatabUabed  1770. 


,  No.  7 
‘  Wall  Street 
y  New  York. 


Railroad  Bonds 


565  and  567  S^oadway, 
NEW  C’RK. 


STEAM  FIRE-PROOF 
SAFE! 


PRANG’S 

AMERICAN 

CHROMOSI 


WALTHAM  t. 

ff  ffk  I  nftni  forBo  O*  lallroad 

Timo-KMper,  Is  deecrlbed  In  oar  n  -.usted  Cat- 
alogarssst/rM  hr  H.  O.  FORD  A  ^O..  M  Tremont 
St.,  Boeton.  Pnn  Rtiuftd.  Oooda  aant  C.  O.  D. 


Aaknowledsed  the  Champion  of  the  World  i 

TWiEE  eOLD  MEDALS  AWARDED. 

Patent  Cut-Off  Fire-Proof  Safe ! 

Mora  Fire-Proof  than  any  othw  exaapUnf  tba 
Steam  Safa. 


la  tba  moat  perfbctlv  arranged  and  extenslre  establlsb- 
maat  of  Us  kind  In  tba  world,  tbs  published  offlcial  rev- 
anne  rMnms  barinf  rsvealad  tba  tact  that  "  the  amount 
af  their  rearlj  aalaa  exceeds  those  of  tba  twelve  largest 
piano-makers  of  Mew  Tork  combined. - 
STEIN  \f  AT  A  SONS  eaU  special  attention  to  their 

HEW  PATENT  ITPBIOHT  PIANOS, 

wttb  double  Iron  (tame.  Patent  Resonator  and  Tubular 
Prama  action  which  ara  matchlaas  In  volume  and  quality 
of  tone  and  turpoaalnc  facility  of  action,  while  standing 
longer  In  tuna  and  being  more  Impervlons  to  atmoa- 
pberie  Inflntnaas  than  any  otbar  piano  at  present  manu- 
metnred. 

EVERV  PIANO  WARRANTED  FOR  FIVE  YEARS. 

Prices  at  low  as  the  exclusive  use  of  the  best  materials 
and  most  thorough  workmansblp  will  permit.  Old  pianos 
taken  In  exchange. 

IlhutraUd  CataloQuet  tnth  Priee-IAitt  mailed  f  eo 
on  application. 

WABEBOOM8, 

STEINWAY  HALL, 

109  <0  111  East  14th  Street, 

NEW  YORK. 


For  Sale  at  all  Art  Stores. 

For  lUnatrated  Christnuta  Catalosue,  aend 
Stamp  to  the  Pahllaherai 

L.  PRANG  &  CO.,  BOSTON. 


The  above  Saha  fbmUhad  with  Comhlnation 
liOcka  and  oar  Improvod  Bolt  Arransomont. 

BbTISFACTIOM  OUAKAMTXED. 

Bank  Vaults  &  Burglar-Proof  Work 

Of  .vary  daecilpttoo. 


ELGIN 

WATCHES 


AMERICAN  STEAM  SAFE  OU 


Warerooms,  ni  A  rs  Sodbary,  ooraor  of 
Bowker  St.,  Boaton. 

llannCictoiy,  comer  Canaeway  St  Friend  Sts. 

A.  JACKSOM,  Pres.  E.  D.  DBAPEB,  Tieas. 

OEO.  L  DAHOM,  Snpt. 


A  UNIQUE  HOLIDAY  BOOK. 


Ups  and  Downs  by  Land 
and  Water. 

By  Arocerra  Hormi.  1  vaL  FaBa.  SUM. 

The  Sketchea  In  this  voinrae  are  sa  nomeroas  and 
aAf-explanatory  that  they  deacribe  graphlcallr  the 
Bmnpean  toor  which  they  ate  dedgned  li>  Ulastrate. 
They  deptet  InetdenU  and  characters  of  travel  hr 
land  mad  sea;  peasant  lUh  in  Prance,  Swltaeriand, 
and  OCT^y:  the  caatM  Shine,  as  6tr  as  Bingenl 
a  gam^iu-ubls  at  tbe  Kuraaal  In  Homhurg,  and  the 
(hew  of  ^  players;  German  medicinal  hatha,  in 
w^h  patents— Immened  to  the  neck— smnse  tliem- 
Mves  fur  tears,  by  reading,  Innrbing  and  converiatlnn; 
dpaeph  Hte,  the  peasant  of  Oherammergao,  who  acM 
the  Mtt  of  the  bsidoar  In  the  recent  perlbirunce  of  the 
e^raieil  "  P^on  Play ;  ”  street  scenes  in  London; 
tillage  scenes  in  Aostria;  and  whatever  atmek  the  ar- 
Mb  funcy,— a  p^t.v  itee,  a  pictareaque  groan,  wUm- 
teal  caprices  of  feUow-travellera,  the  nps  and  downs  of 
poem  voya;^,  and  a  maltltnde  of  all  sorts  of  hands  ex¬ 
tending  to  the  returned  toailsta  a  hesurty  welcome  home. 

.They  are  done  in  Mr.  Iloppln's  characteristic  manner, 
^riSeb  la  exceedingly  graceftil,  piquant,  and  not  too 
■team.  The  book  is  nnUke  any  tUng  belhre  prodnaed 
m  thls  country,  and  has  elenMnts  of  remarkable  popo- 


lanew  regarded  aa  the  STAMiAUI)  IIAKINO 


The  Divine  Tragedy, 


DKbI  a^'&  beat  article  prepared  for  making  ligli  ^ 
wholaaome  and  dellciout  BISCUITS,  KOLIA, 
BBEAD,  OBIDDLK  and  othar  CAK^,  Ao.,  &o. 
ItUlafkllibla,  and  always  remly  for  Iniiaedlate 

■ae.  ThebeatTEAST  POWDKBfornaeonloogSLA 

VOTAOES  to  AMT  PAST  OP  TIIK  ei'SBKwiCTK 
It  ia  convealent  and  ecoaomlcal.  MO  WANin 
OF  POOD  PBEPABEU  WITH  IT.  Sold  •WTwhfJ* 
byOBOCEBS,  SHIP-CHAMDLEBS'aad  DLALtKb, 
DOOLEY  Se  BROTHER,  Manufacturers. 

WHOLESALE  DEPOX 

09  JVEIF  STltVl'ET,  ITEW-TORKm 


By  HENKT  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW. 
Holiday  EdIUon.  Svt.  IM  pagea  Sandtamely 
bonad.  tt-M.  Popular  Edition,  nnllbna  with 
Cambridse  Edition  of  LonavaLLOw’i  Works, 
lamo.  SlJt. 

“The  Dli-ine  Tragedy”  U  the  flrat  part  of  a  poem  of 
which  “Ihe  Golden  Legend”  and  “The  Mew-Englaad 
Tragedies “(brm  tbe  aeoODd  and  third  parts.  Itrelateain 
dramatic  fbnn  tbe  leading  events  in  the  history  of  CHirift 
as  recorded  by  the  Evangelista.  Its  grave  rimpUclty, 
reverent  eplrlt,  and  gresU  poetic  ohanne  win  cootmand 
it  to  the  beartleat  Aver  of  all  intelligent  aad  thonghtlhl 
readera 


Elipn  *  manuftetared  by  the  Matlonal  Watch  Company. 
When  wo  sell  the  Swim  Watch  we  have  to  ‘  warrant  it  ’ 
(hr  a  certain  length  of  Usk,  and  thereby  be^to  loae  tbe 
proflt.  In  a  month  or  so  the  atopwork  la  oat  f>f  repair. 
If  the  mainspring  aboaht  break,  the  chances  an  that  tbe 
recoil  of  the  baml  to  so  great  that  the  leaves  of  the  cen¬ 
tre-pinion  an  broken,  and  tbe  teeth  in  the  baml  In  the 
tame  condition.  Then  our  later,  or  the  lime  of  our 
watchmaker,  begins  to  eat  into  the  original  profit  <it  tbe 
•ale. 

”  In  oar  opinion  the  ‘  Lady  Elgin  *  ia  not  only  superior 
to  most  of  the  Swiss  Watches,  but  In  manv  of  tta  detalla 
la  a  mon  sclenttnc  piece  of  work;  mun  durable  than  any 
other  movement  or  American  manulhetun  Ibr  ladles’ 
use.” —  Watekmaier’t  Journal. 

hu  your  AewaOer  and  ask  to  aee  tbe  Elgin 

The  Elgin  HluHalad  Ahnawac.  or  the  lUnatrated  ArU- 


IPOODWARD’S 

MATIOXAL 


V  For  sale  by  an  Bookseltes.  Sant,  post-paid,  au  la* 
o«lpt  of  price  by  the  PabUaben, 

JAIOBB  1.  OIQOOD  *  00.,  NoNoa 


faMtptorptlce  bytbePabUahwa, 

JAMES  £.  OSGOOD  4  (XL  Boston. 


IBUILCERSISI! 

Ttk^MWliri  •WtfTOnT  TWTi 

sta.  They  arc 
henevtr  attain 

li 

